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WESTWARD    HO! 


CHAPTEE  I. 

HOW  AMYAS   KEPT   HIS   CHRISTMAS   DAT. 

"  Take  aim,  you  noble  niusqueteers, 
And  shoot  you  round  about ; 
Stand  to  it,  valiant  pikemen, 
And  we  shall  keep  them  out. 
There's  not  a  man  of  all  of  us 
A  foot  will  backward  flee ; 
I'll  be  the  foremost  man  in  fight, 
Says  brave  Lord  Willoughby  !" 

Elizabethan  Ballad. 

It  was  the  blessed  Christmas  afternoon.  The  light 
was  fading  down  ;  the  even-song  was  done ;  and  the 
good  folks  of  Bideford  were  trooping  home  in  merry 
groups,  the  father  with  his  children,  the  lover  with 
his  sweetheart,  to  cakes  and  ale,  and  flapdragons  and 
mummer's  plays,  and  all  the  happy  sports  of  Christmas 
night.  One  lady  only,  wrapped  close  in  her  black 
muffler  and  followed  by  her  maid,  walked  swiftly,  yet 
sadly,  toward  the  long  causeway  and  bridge  which 
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led  to  Northam  town.     Sir  Richard  Grenvile  and  1 
wife  caught  her  up  and  stopped  her  courteously. 

"  You  will  come  home  with  us,  Mrs.  Leigh,"  said 
Lady  Grenvile,  "  and  spend  a  pleasant  Christmas 
night?" 

Mrs.  Leigh  smiled  sweetly,  and  laying  one  hand  on 
Lady  Grenvile's  arm,  pointed  with  the  other  to  the 
westward,  and  said — 

"  I  cannot  well  spend  a  merry  Christmas  night,  while 
that  sound  is  in  my  ears." 

The  whole  party  around  looked  in  the  direction  in 
which  she  pointed.  Above  their  heads  the  soft  blue 
sky  was  fading  into  grey,  and  here  and  there  a  misty 
star  peeped  out :  but  to  the  westward,  where  the  downs 
and  woods  of  Ralegh  closed  in  with  those  of  Abbot 
ham,  the  blue  was  webbed  and  turfed  with  delicate 
white  flakes ;  iridescent  spots,  marking  the  path  by 
which  the  sun  had  sunk,  showed  all  the  colours  of  the 
dying  dolphin ;  and  low  on  the  horizon  lay  a  long  band 
of  gra»dy  green.  But  what  was  the  sound  which  trou- 
bled Mrs.  Leigh  ?  None  of  them,  with  their  merry 
hcarts,  and  ears  dulled  witli  the  din  and  bustle  of  the 
town,  had  heard  it  till  that  moment :  and  yet  now — 
listen!  It  was  dead  calm.  There  was  not  a  breath 
to  stir  a  blade  of  grass.  And  yet  the  air  was  full  of 
sound,  a  low  deep  roar  which  hovered  over  down  and 
wood,  salt-marsh  and  river,  like  the  roll  of  a  thousand 
wheels,  the  tramp  of  endless  armies,  or — what  it  was — 
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the  thunder  of  a  mighty  surge  upon  the  boulders  of  the 
pebble  ridge. 

"  The  ridge  is  noisy  to-night,"  said  Sir  Richard. 
"  There  has  been  wind  somewhere." 

"  There  is  wind  now,  where  my  boy  is,  God  help 
him !  "  said  Mrs.  Leigh ;  and  all  knew  that  she  spoke 
truly.  The  spirit  of  the  Atlantic  storm  had  sent  for- 
ward the  token  of  his  coming,  in  the  smooth  ground- 
swell  which  was  heard  inland,  two  miles  away.  To- 
morrow the  pebbles,  which  were  now  rattling  down 
with  each  retreating  wave,  might  be  leaping  to  the 
ridge  top,  and  hurled  like  round-shot  far  ashore  upon 
the  marsh  by  the  force  of  the  advancing  wave,  fleeing 
before  the  wrath  of  the  western  hurricane. 

"  God  help  my  boy  ! "  said  Mrs.  Leigh  again. 

"  God  is  as  near  him  by  sea  as  by  land,"  said  good 
Sir  Richard. 

"  True :  but  I  am  a  lone  mother  ;  and  one  that  has  no 
heart  just  now  but  to  go  home  and  pray/' 

And  so  Mrs.  Leigh  went  onward  up  the  lane,  and 
spent  all  that  night  in  listening  between  her  prayers 
to  the  thunder  of  the  surge,  till  it  was  drowned,  long 
ere  the  sun  arose,  in  the  thunder  of  the  storm. 

And  where  is  Amyas  on  this  same  Christmas  after- 
noon? 

Amyas  is  sitting  bare-headed  in  a  boat's  stern  in 
Smerwick  bay,  with  the  spray  whistling  through  his 
curls,  as  he  shouts  cheerfully, — 
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"  Pull,  and  with  a  will,  my  merry  men  all,  and  never 
mind  shipping  a  sea.  Cannon  balls  are  a  cargo  that 
don't  spoil  by  taking  salt-water." 

His  mother's  presage  has  been  true  enough.     Chri 
mas-eve  has  been  the  last  of  the  still,  dark,  steaming 
nights  of  the  early  winter;   and  the  western  gale  hi 
been  roaring  for  the  last  twelve  hours  upon  the  Irish 
coast. 

The  short  light  of  the  winter  day  is  fading  fast. 
Behind  him  is  a  leaping  line  of  billows  lashed  into 
mist  by  the  tempest.  Beside  him  green  foam-fringed 
columns  are  rushing  up  the  black  rocks,  and  falling 
again  in  a  thousand  cataracts  of  snow.  Before  him  is 
the  deep  and  sheltered  bay  ;  but  it  is  not  far  up  the  hay 
that  he  and  his  can  see ;  for  some  four  miles  out  at  B 
begins  a  sloping  roof  of  thick  grey  cloud,  which  stretches 
over  their  heads,  and  up  and  far  away  inland,  cut- 
ting the  cliffs  off  at  mid-height,  hiding  all  the  Kerry 
mountains,  and  darkening  the  hollows  of  the  distant 
firths  into  the  blackness  of  night.  And  underneath 
that  awful  roof  of  whirling  mist  the  Btonn  is  howling 
inland  ever,  sweeping  before  it  the  great  foam-epong 
and  the  grey  salt  spray,  till  all  the  land  is  ha: 
dim,  and  dun.  Let  it  howl  on!  for  there  ia  more  mist 
than  ever  salt  Spray  made,  flying  before  that  gale  :  more 
thunder  than  ever  sea-surge  wakened  echoing  among 
the  cliffs  of  Smerwiek  bay;  along  those  sand-hills  flash 
in  the  evening  gloom  red   sparks  which  never   came 
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from  heaven ;  for  that  fort,  now  christened  by  the  in- 
vaders the  Fort  Del  Oro,  where  flaunts  the  hated  golden 
flag  of  Spain,  holds  San  Josepho  and  eight  hundred  of 
the  foe;  and  but  three  nights  ago,  Amyas  and  Yeo, 
and  the  rest  of  Winter's  shrewdest  hands,  slung  four 
culverins  out  of  the  Admiral's  main  deck,  and  floated 
them  ashore,  and  dragged  them  up  to  the  battery  among 
the  sand-hills ;  and  now  it  shall  be  seen  whether  Spanish 
and  Italian  condottieri  can  hold  their  own  on  British 
ground  against  the  men  of  Devon. 

Small  blame  to  Amyas  if  he  was  thinking,  not  of  his 
lonely  mother  at  Burrough  Court,  but  of  those  quick 
bright  flashes  on  sand-hill  and  on  fort,  where  Salvation 
Yeo  was  hurling  the  eighteen-pound  shot  with  deadly 
aim,  and  watching  with  a  cool  and  bitter  smile  of 
triumph,  the  flying  of  the  sand,  and  the  crashing  of  the 
gabions.  Amyas  and  his  party  had  been  on  board,  at 
the  risk  of  their  lives,  for  a  fresh  supply  of  shot ;  for 
Winter's  battery  was  out  of  ball,  and  had  been  firing 
stones  for  the  last  four  hours,  in  default  of  better  mis- 
siles. They  ran  the  boat  on  shore  through  the  surf, 
where  a  cove  in  the  shore  made  landing  possible,  and 
almost  careless  whether  she  stove  or  not,  scrambled  over 
the  sand-hills  with  each  man  his  brace  of  shot  slung 
across  his  shoulder ;  and  Amyas,  leaping  into  the 
trenches,  shouted  cheerfully  to  Salvation  Yeo, 

"  More  food  for  the  bull-dogs,  Gunner,  and  plums  for 
the  Spaniards'  Christmas  pudding !  " 
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"  Don't   speak   to   a   man   at   his   business,   Master 

Amyas.     Five  mortal  times  have  I  missed;  but  I  will 
have  that  accursed  Popish  rag  down,  as  I'm  a  sinner." 

"  Down  with  it  then ;  nobody  wants  you  to  shoot 
crooked.  Take  good  iron  to  it,  and  not  footy  paving- 
stones." 

"  I  believe,  Sir,  that  the  foul  fiend  is  there,  a  turn- 
ing of  my  shot  aside,  I  do.  I  thought  I  saw  him 
once:  but,  thank  heaven,  here's  ball  again.  Ah.  Sir, 
if  one  could  but  cast  a  silver  one !  Now,  stand  by. 
men!" 

And  once  again  Yeo's  eighteen-pounder  roared,  and 
away.  And,  oh  glory!  the  great  yellow  flag  of  Spain, 
which  streamed  in  the  gale,  lifted  clean  into  the  air, 
flag-staff  and  all,  and  then  pitched  wildly  down  head- 
foremost, far  to  leeward. 

A  hurrah  from  the  sailors,  answered  by  the  soldi 
of  the  opposite  camp,  shook  the  very  cloud  above  them  : 
but  ere  its  echoes  had  died  away,  a  tall  officer  leapt 
upon  the  parapet  of  the  fort,  with  the  fallen  flag  in 
his  hand,  and  rearing  it  as  well  as  he  could  upon  bis 
lance  point,  held  it  firmly  against  the  gale,  while  the 
fallen  flagstaff  was  raised  again  within. 

In  a  moment  a  dozen  long-bows  were  bent  at  the 
daring  fbemaq:  but  Amyas  behind  shouted, — 

"  Shame,  lads!  Stop,  and  let  the  gallant  gentleman 
have  due  courtesy!'1 

So  they  stopped,  while    Amyas,    springing    an    the 
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rampart  of  the  battery,  took  off  his  hat,  and  bowed  to 
the  flag-holder,  who,  as  soon  as  relieved  of  his  charge, 
returned  the  bow  courteously,  and  descended. 

It  was  by  this  time  all  but  dark,  and  the  firing  began 
to  slacken  on  all  sides ;  Salvation  and  his  brother  gun- 
ners, having  covered  up  their  slaughtering  tackle  with 
tarpaulings,  retired  for  the  night,  leaving  Amy  as,  who 
had  volunteered  to  take  the  watch  till  midnight;  and 
the  rest  of  the  force  having  got  their  scanty  supper  of 
biscuit,  (for  provisions  were  running  very  short,)  lay 
down  under  arms  among  the  sand-hills,  and  grumbled 
themselves  to  sleep. 

He  had  paced  up  and  down  in  the  gusty  darkness  for 
some  hour  or  more,  exchanging  a  passing  word  now  and 
then  with  the  sentinel,  when  two  men  entered  the 
battery,  chatting  busily  together.  One  was  in  complete 
armour ;  the  other  wrapt  in  the  plain  short  cloak  of  a 
man  of  pens  and  peace :  but  the  talk  of  both  was 
neither  of  sieges  nor  of  sallies,  catapult,  bombard,  nor 
culverin,  but  simply  of  English  hexameters. 

And  fancy  not,  gentle  reader,  that  the  two  were 
therein  fiddling  while  Eome  was  burning ;  for  the  com- 
monweal of  poetry  and  letters,  in  that  same  critical 
year  1580,  was  in  far  greater  danger  from  those  same 
hexameters,  than  the  common  woe  of  Ireland  (as  Raleigh 
called  it)  was  from  the  Spaniards. 

Imitating  the  classic  metres,  "  versifying,"  as  it  was 
called  in  contradistinction  to  rhyming,  was  becoming  fast 
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the  fashion  among  the  more  learned.  Stonyhurst  and 
others  had  tried  their  hands  at  hexameter  translations 
from  the  Latin  and  Greek  epics,  which  seem  to  have 
been  doggerel  enough;  and,  ever  and  anon,  some  youth- 
ful wit  broke  out  in  iambics,  sapphics,  elegiacs,  and 
what  not,  to  the  great  detriment  of  the  Queen's  English 
and  her  subjects'  ears. 

I  know  not  whether  Mr.  William  Webbe  had  yet 
given  to  the  world  any  fragments  of  his  precious  hints 
for  the  "  Reformation  of  English  poetry,"  to  the  tune 
of  his  own  "  Tityrus,  happily  thou  liest  tumbling  under 
a  beech- tree :"  but  the  Cambridge  Malvolio,  Gabriel 
Harvey,  had  succeeded  in  arguing  Spenser,  Dyer, 
Sidney,  and  probably  Sidney's  sister,  and  the  whole 
clique  of  beaux-esprits  round  them,  into  following  his 
model  of 

"  What  might  I  call  this  tree  ?     A  laurel  ?     0  bonny  laurel ! 
Needes  to  thy  bowes  will  I  bowe  this  knee,  and  vail  my  bonetto;" 

after  snubbing  the  first  book  of  li  that  Elvish  Queene," 
which  was  then  in  manuscript,  as  a  base  declension 
from  the  classical  to  the  romantic  school. 

And  now  Spenser  (perhaps  in  mere  melancholy  "wil- 
fulness and  want  of  purpose,  for  he  had  just  been  jilted 
by  a  fair  maid  of  Kent)  was  wasting  his  mighty  genina 
upon  doggerel  which  he  fancied  antique;  and  some 
piratical  publisher  (Bitter  Tom  Nash  swears,  and  witli 
likelihood,  that  Harvey  did  it  himself)  had  just  given  to 
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the  world, — "  Three  proper  wittie  and  familiar  Letters, 
lately  past  between  two  University  men,  touching  the 
Earthquake  in  April  last,  and  our  English  reformed 
Versifying,"  which  had  set  all  town  wits  a-buzzing  like 
a  swarm  of  flies,  being  none  other  than  a  correspond- 
ence between  Spenser  and  Harvey,  which  was  to  prove 
to  the  world  for  ever  the  correctness  and  melody  of  such 
lines  as, 

"  For  like  magnificoes,  not  a  beck  but  glorious  in  show, 
In  deede  most  frivolous,  not  a  looke  but  Tuscanish  always." 

Let  them  pass — Alma  Mater  has  seen  as  bad  hexa- 
meters since.  But  then  the  matter  was  serious.  There 
is  a  story  (I  know  not  how  true),  that  Spenser  was 
half-bullied  into  re-writing  the  "  Fairy  Queen"  in  hexa- 
meters, had  not  Raleigh,  a  true  romanticist,  "  whose 
vein  for  ditty  or  amorous  ode  was  most  lofty,  insolent, 
and  passionate,"  persuaded  him  to  follow  his  better 
genius.  The  great  dramatists  had  not  yet  arisen,  to 
form  completely  that  truly  English  school,  of  which 
Spenser,  unconscious  of  his  own  vast  powers,  was  laying 
the  foundation.  And,  indeed,  it  was  not  till  Daniel, 
twenty  years  after,  in  his  admirable  apology  for  rhyme, 
had  smashed  Mr.  Campion  and  his  "  eight  several  kinds 
of  classical  numbers,"  that  the  matter  was  finally 
settled,  and  the  English  tongue  left  to  go  the  road  on 
which  heaven  had  started  it.  So  that  we  may  excuse 
Raleigh's  answering  somewhat  waspish  to  some  quota- 
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tion  of  Spenser's  from  the  three  letters  of  "  Immerito 
and  G.  H." 

"  Tut,  tut,  Colin  Clout,  much  learning  has  made  thee 
mad.  A  good  old  fishwives'  ballad  jingle  is  worth  all 
your  sapphics  and  trimeters,  and  '  riff-raff  thurlery 
bouncing.'  Hey?  have  I  you  there,  old  lad?  Do  you 
mind  that  precious  verse?" 

"  But,  dear  Wat,  Homer  and  Virgil — " 

"  But,  dear  Ned,  Petrarch  and  Ovid — " 

"  But,  Wat,  what  have  we  that  we  do  not  owe  to  the 
ancients  ?' 

"  Ancients,  quotha?  Why,  the  legend  of  King  Ar- 
thur, and  Chevy  Chase  too,  of  which  even  your  fellow- 
sinner  Sidney  cannot  deny,  that  every  time  he  hears  it 
even  from  a  blind  fiddler,  it  stirs  his  heart  like  a 
trumpet-blast.  Speak  well  of  the  bridge  that  carries 
you  over,  man !  Did  you  find  your  Redcross  Knight  in 
Virgil,  or  such  a  dame  as  Una  in  old  Ovid?  No  more 
than  you  did  your  Pater  and  Credo,  you  renegado  bap- 
tized heathen,  you ! " 

"  Yet,  surely,  our  younger  and  more  barbarous 
taste  must  bow  before  divine  antiquity,  and  imitate 
ai'ar, — " 

"  As  dottrels  do  fowlers.  If  Homer  was  blind,  lad, 
why  dost  not  poke  out  thine  eye?  Ay,  this  hexameter 
is  of  an  ancient  house,  truly,  Ned  Spenser,  and  so  m 
many  a  rogue:  but  he  cannot  make  way  on  our  rough 
English  roads.     He  goes  bopping  and  twitching  in  our 
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language  like  a  three-legged  terrier  over  a  pebble-bank, 
tumble  and  up  again,  rattle  and  crash." 
"  Nay,  hear,  now — 

See  ye  the  blindfolded  pretty  god  that  feathered  archer, 
Of  lovers'  miseries  which  niaketh  his  bloody  game  ?  * 

True,  the  accent  gapes  in  places,  as  I  have  often 
confessed  to  Harvey,  but — " 

"  Harvey  be  hanged  for  a  pedant,  and  the  whole  crew 
of  versifiers,  from  Lord  Dorset  (but  he,  poor  man,  has 
been  past  hanging  some  time  since)  to  yourself !  Why 
delude  you  into  playing  Procrustes  as  he  does  with  the 
Queen's  English,  racking  one  word  till  its  joints  be 
pulled  asunder,  and  squeezing  the  next  all  a-heap  as 
the  Inquisitors  do  heretics  in  their  banca  cava?  Out 
upon  him  and  you,  and  Sidney,  and  the  whole  kin. 
You  have  not  made  a  verse  among  you,  and  never  will, 
which  is  not  as  lame  a  gosling  as  Harvey's  own — 

*  Oh  thou  weathercocke,  that  stands  on  the  top  of  Allhallows, 
Come  thy  ways  down,  if  thou  dar'st  for  thy  crown,  and  take  the 

wall  on  us.' 

"  Hark,  now!  There  is  our  young  giant  comforting 
his  soul  with  a  ballad.  You  will  hear  rhyme  and 
reason  together  here,  now.  He  will  not  miscall  '  blind- 
folded,' '  blind-fold-ed,'  I  warrant ;  or  make  an  'of  and 
a  '  which '  and  a  ( his '  carry  a  whole  verse  on  their 
wretched  little  backs." 

*  Strange  as  it  may  seem,  this  distich  is  Spenser's  own;   and  the 
other  hexameters  are  all  authentic. 
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And  as  he  spoke,  Amyas,  who  had  been  grumbling 
to  himself  some  Christmas  carol,  broke  out  full- 
mouthed  : — 

"As  Joseph  was  a-walking 
He  heard  an  angel  sing — 
1  Thi3  night  shall  be  the  birthnight 
Of  Christ,  our  heavenly  King. 

His  birth  bed  shall  be  neither 
In  housen  nor  in  hall, 
Nor  in  the  place  of  paradise, 
But  in  the  oxen's  stall. 

He  neither  shall  be  rocked 
In  silver  nor  in  gold, 
But  in  the  wooden  manger 
That  lieth  on  the  mould. 

He  neither  shall  be  washen 
With  white  wine  nor  with  red, 
But  with  the  fair  spring  water 
That  on  you  shall  be  shed. 

He  neither  shall  be  clothed 
In  purple  nor  in  pall, 
But  in  the  fair  white  linen 
That  usen  babies  all.' 

As  Joseph  was  a-walking 
Thus  did  the  angel  sing, 
And  Mary's  Son  at  midnight 
Was  born  to  be  our  King. 

Then  be  you  glad,  good  people, 
At  this  time  of  the  year ; 
And  light  you  up  your  candles, 
For  His  star  it  shiueth  clear." 
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u  There,  Edmunde  Classicaster,"  said  Raleigh,  "  does 
not  that  simple  strain  go  nearer  to  the  heart  of  him  who 
wrote  the  Shepherd's  Calendar,  than  all  artificial  and 
outlandish 

1  Wote  ye  why  his  mother  with  a  veil  hath  covered  his  face  ? ' 


Why  dost  not  answer,  man?" 

But  Spenser  was  silent  awhile,  and  then, — 
"  Because  I  was  thinking  rather  of  the  rhymer  than 
the  rhyme.  Good  heaven !  how  that  brave  lad  shames 
me,  singing  here  the  hymns  which  his  mother  taught 
him,  before  the  very  muzzles  of  Spanish  guns  ;  instead 
of  bewailing  unmanly,  as  I  have  done,  the  love  which 
he  held,  I  doubt  not,  as  dear  as  I  did  even  my  Rosalind. 
This  is  his  welcome  to  the  winter's  storm  ;  while  I,  who 
dream,  forsooth,  of  heavenly  inspiration,  can  but  see 
therein  an  image  of  mine  own  cowardly  despair. 

'  Thou  barren  ground,  whom  Winter's  wrath  has  wasted, 
Art  made  a  mirror  to  behold  my  plight.'  * 

Pah !  away  with  frosts,  icicles,  and  tears,  and  sighs — " 
"  And  with  hexameters  and  trimeters  too,  I  hope," 
interrupted   Raleigh :  "  and  all   the   trickeries  of  self- 
pleasing  sorrow." 

"  — I  will  set  my  heart  to  higher  work,  than  barking 
at  the  hand  which  chastens  me." 

"  Wilt  put  the  lad  into  the  l  Fairy  Queen,'  then,  by 
my  side  ?     He  deserves  as  good  a  place  there,  believe 

*  "  The  Shepherd's  Calendar." 
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mc,   as   ever  a  Guyon,   or   even   as  Lord  Grey  your 
Arthegall.    Let  us  hail  him.    Hallo  !  young  chantieh 
of  Devon !     Art  not  afraid  of  a  chance  shot,  that  thou 
crowest  so  lustily  upon  thine  own  mixen?" 

"  Cocks  crow  all  night  long  at  Christmas,  Captain 
Raleigh,  and  so  do  I,"  said  Amyas's  cheerful  voice ; 
"  but  who's  there  with  you  ?" 

"  A  penitent  pupil  of  yours — Mr.  Secretary  Spenser." 

11  Pupil  of  mine?"  said  Amyas.  "  I  wisli  he'd  teach 
me  a  little  of  his  art ;  I  could  fill  up  my  time  here  with 
making  verses." 

"And  who  would  be  your  theme,  fair  sir?"  said 
Spienser. 

"  No  '  who '  at  all.  I  don't  want  to  make  Bonnets 
to  blue  eyes,  nor  black  either :  but,  if  I  could  put  down 
some  of  the  things  I  saw  in  the  Spice  Islands — " 

"  Ah,"  said  Raleigh,  "  he  would  beat  you  out  of 
Parnassus,  Mr.  Secretary.  Remember,  you  may  write 
about  Fairy-land,  but  he  has  seen  it.'1 

"  And  so  have  others,"  said  Spender ;  "  it  is  not  so  far 
off  from  any  one  of  us.  Wherever  is  love  and  loyal iy. 
great  purposes  and  lofty  souls,  even  though  in  a  horel 
or  a  mine,  there  is  Fairy-land." 

"•  Then   Fairy-land  should  be  lure,  friend;  for  yon 
represent  love,  and  Leigh  loyalty:  while,  as  for  great 
purposes  and  lofty  souls,  who  so  fit  to  stand  for  them 
I,  being  (unless  my  enemies  and  my  conscience  are  liars 
both)  as  ambitious  and  as  proud  as  Lucifer's  own  sell/' 
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"  Ah,  Walter,  Walter,  why  wilt  always  slander  thy- 
self thus  ? " 

"  Slander?  Tut. — I  do  but  give  the  world  a  fair 
challenge,  and  tell  it,  '  There — you  know  the  worst  of 
me  :  come  on  and  try  a  fall,  for  either  you  or  I  must 
down.'  Slander?  Ask  Leigh  here,  who  has  but  known 
me  a  fortnight,  whether  I  am  not  as  vain  as  a  peacock, 
as  selfish  as  a  fox,  as  imperious  as  a  bona  roba,  and 
ready  to  make  a  cat's-paw  of  him  or  any  man,  if  there 
be  a  chestnut  in  the  fire :  and  yet  the  poor  fool  cannot 
help  loving  me,  and  running  of  my  errands,  and  taking 
all  my  schemes  and  my  dreams  for  gospel ;  and  verily 
believes  now,  I  think,  that  I  shall  be  the  man  in  the 
moon  some  day,  and  he  my  big  dog." 

"  Well,"  said  Amyas,  half  apologetically,  i:  if  you  are 
the  cleverest  man  in  the  world,  what  harm  in  my  think- 
ing so?" 

u  Hearken  to  him,  Edmund  !  He  will  know  better 
when  he  has  outgrown  this  same  callow  trick  of  honesty, 
and  learnt  of  the  great  goddess  Detraction  how  to  show 
himself  wiser  than  the  wise,  by  pointing  out  to  the  world 
the  fool's  motley  which  peeps  through  the  rents  in  the 
philosopher's  cloak.  Go  to,  lad !  slander  thy  equals, 
envy  thy  betters,  pray  for  an  eye  which  sees  spots  in 
every  sun,  and  for  a  vulture's  nose  to  scent  carrion  in 
every  rose-bed.  If  thy  friend  win  a  battle,  show  that 
he  has  needlessly  thrown  away  his  men ;  if  he  lose  one, 
hint  that  he  sold  it ;  if  he  rise  to  a  place,  argue  favour ; 
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if  he  fall  from  one,  argue  divine  justice.  Believe  nothing, 
hope  nothing,  but  endure  all  things,  even  to  kicking, 
if  aught  may  be  got  thereby ;  so  shalt  thou  be  clothed 
in  purple  and  fine  linen,  and  sit  in  kings'  palaces,  and 
fare  sumptuously  every  day." 

"  And  wake  with  Dives  in  the  torment,"  said  Amvas. 
"  Thank  you  for  nothing,  Captain." 

"  Go  to,  Misanthropos,"  said  Spenser.  "  Thou  hast 
not  yet  tasted  the  sweets  of  this  world's  comfits,  and 
thou  railest  at  them  ?  " 

"  The  grapes  are  sour,  lad." 

"  And  will  be  to  the  end,"  said  Amyas,  "  if  they  come 
off  such  a  devil's  tree  as  that.  I  really  think  you  are 
out  of  your  mind,  Captain  Raleigh,  at  times." 

"  I.  wish  I  were ;  for  it  is  a  troublesome,  hungry,  windy 
mind  as  man  ever  was  cursed  withal.  But  come  in. 
lad.  We  were  sent  from  the  Lord  Deputy,  to  bid  thee 
to  supper.  There  is  a  dainty  lump  of  dead  horse  wait- 
ing for  thee." 

"  Send  me  some  out,  then,"  said  matter-of-fact 
Amyas.  "And  tell  his  Lordship  that,  with  hifl  good 
leave,  I  don't  stir  from  here  till  morning,  if  I  can  keep 
awake.  There  is  a  stir  in  the  fort,  and  I  expect  them 
out  on  us." 

"  Tut,  man  !  their  hearts  are  broken.  We  know  it 
by  their  deserters." 

"  Seeing's  believing.  I  never  trust  runaway  rogues. 
If  they  are  false  to  their  masters,  they'll  be  false  to  us.  ' 
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"  Well,  go  thy  ways,  old  honesty ;  and  Mr.  Secretary 
shall  give  you  a  book  to  yourself  in  the  '  Fairy  Queen ' — 
'  Sir  Monoculus,  or  the  Legend  of  Common  Sense,'  eh, 
Edmund?" 

"  Monoculus  ?  " 

"  Ay,  Single-eye,  my  prince  of  word-coiners — won't 
that  fit? — And  give  him  the  Cy clop's  head  for  a  device. 
Heigho  !  They  may  laugh  that  win.  I  am  sick  of  this 
Irish  work ;  were  it  not  for  the  chance  of  advancement, 
I'd  sooner  be  driving  a  team  of  red  Devons  on  Dart- 
side  ;  and  now  I  am  angry  with  the  dear  lad  because 
he  is  not  sick  of  it  too.  What  a  plague  business  has  he 
to  be  paddling  up  and  down,  contentedly  doing  his 
duty,  like  any  city  watchman?  It  is  an  insult  to  the 
mighty  aspirations  of  our  nobler  hearts, — eh,  my  would- 
be  Ariosto?" 

"  Ah,  Raleigh !  you  can  afford  to  confess  yourself 
less  than  some,  for  you  are  greater  than  all.  Go  on 
and  conquer,  noble  heart!  But  as  for  me,  I  sow  the 
wind,  and  I  suppose  I  shall  reap  the  whirlwind." 

"Your  harvest  seems  come  already;  what  a  blast 
that  was !  Hold  on  by  me,  Colin  Clout,  and  I'll  hold 
on  by  thee.  So!  Don't  tread  on  that  pikeman's  stomach, 
lest  he  take  thee  for  a  marauding  Don,  and  with  sudden 
dagger  slit  Colin's  pipe,  and  Colin's  weasand  too." 

And  the  two  stumbled  away  into  the  darkness,  leaving 
Amyas  to  stride  up  and  down  as  before,  puzzling  his 

VOL.  II.  C 
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brains  over  Raleigh's  wild  words  and  Spenser's  melan- 
choly, till  he  came  to  the  conclusion  that  there  w 
some  mysterious  connexion  between  cleverness  and  un- 
happiness,  and  thanking  his  stars  that  he  was  neither 
scholar,  courtier,  nor  poet,  said  grace  over  his  lump  of 
horseflesh  when  it  arrived,  devoured  it  as  if  it  had  been 
venison,  and  then  returned  to  his  pacing  up  and  down : 
but  this  time  in  silence,  for  the  night  was  drawing  on, 
and  there  was  no  need  to  tell  the  Spaniards  that  any 
one  was  awake  and  watching. 

So  he  began  to  think  about  his  mother,  and  how  she 
might  be  spending  her  Christmas ;  and  then  about 
Frank,  and  wondered  at  what  grand  Court  festival  he 
was  assisting,  amid  bright  lights  and  sweet  music  and 
gay  ladies,  and  how  he  was  dressed,  and  whether  he 
thought  of  his  brother  there  far  away  on  the  dark 
Atlantic  shore  ;  and  then  he  said  his  prayers  and  his 
creed ;  and  then  he  tried  not  to  think  of  Hose  Sal- 
terne,  and  of  course  thought  about  her  all  the  moiv. 
So  on  passed  the  dull  hours,  till  it  might  be  past  eleven 
o'clock,  and  all  lights  were  out  in  the  battery  and  the 
shipping,  and  there  was  no  sound  of  living  thing  but 
the  monotonous  tramp  of  the  two  sentinels  beside  him, 
and  now  and  then  a  grunt  from  the  party  who  slept 
under  arms  some  twenty  yards  to  the  rear. 

So  he  paced  to  and  fro,  looking  carefully  out  now 
and  then  over  the  strip  of  sandhill  which  lay  between 
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him  and  the  fort ;   but  all  was  blank  and  black,  and 
moreover  it  began  to  rain  furiously. 

Suddenly  he  seemed  to  hear  a  rustle  among  the  harsh 
sand-grass.  True,  the  wind  was  whistling  through  it 
loudly  enough  :  but  that  sound  was  not  altogether  like 
the  wind.  Then  a  soft  sliding  noise ;  something  had 
slipped  down  a  bank,  and  brought  the  sand  down  after 
it.  Amyas  stopped,  crouched  down  beside  a  gun,  and 
laid  his  ear  to  the  rampart,  whereby  he  heard  clearly, 
as  he  thought,  the  noise  of  approaching  feet ;  whether 
rabbits  or  Christians,  he  knew  not :  but  he  shrewdly 
guessed  the  latter. 

Now  Amyas  was  of  a  sober  and  business-like  turn, 
at  least  when  he  was  not  in  a  passion ;  and  thinking 
within  himself  that  if  he  made  any  noise,  the  enemy 
(whether  four  or  two-legged)  would  retire,  and  all  the 
sport  be  lost,  he  did  not  call  to  the  two  sentries,  who 
were  at  the  opposite  ends  of  the  battery;  neither  did  he 
think  it  worth  while  to  rouse  the  sleeping  company, 
lest  his  ears  should  have  deceived  him,  and  the  whole 
camp  turn  out  to  repulse  the  attack  of  a  buck  rabbit. 
So  he  crouched  lower  and  lower  beside  the  culverin, 
and  was  rewarded  in  a  minute  or  two  by  hearing 
something  gently  deposited  against  the  mouth  of  the 
embrasure,  which,  by  the  noise,  should  be  a  piece  of 
timber. 

"  So  far,  so  good;"  said  he  to  himself;  "  when  the 
scaling  ladder  is   up,  the  soldier   follows,   I   suppose. 

C  2 
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I  can  only  humbly  thank  them  for  giving  my  embra- 
sure the  preference.  There  he  comes !  I  hear  his  feet 
scuffling." 

He  could  hear  plainly  enough  some  one  working 
himself  into  the  mouth  of  the  embrasure :  but  the 
plague  was,  that  it  was  so  dark  that  he  could  not  see 
his  hand  between  him  and  the  sky,  much  less  his  foe  at 
two  yards  off.  However,  he  made  a  pretty  fair  gue 
as  to  the  whereabouts,  and,  rising  softly,  discharged 
such  a  blow  downwards  as  would  have  split  a  yule  log. 
A  volley  of  sparks  flew  up  from  the  hapless  Spaniard's 
armour,  and  a  grunt  issued  from  within  it,  which  proved 
that,  whether  he  was  killed  or  not,  the  blow  had  not 
improved  his  respiration. 

Amyas  felt  for  his  head,  seized  it,  dragged  him  in 
over  the  gun,  sprang  into  the  embrasure  on  his  knees, 
felt  for  the  top  of  the  ladder,  found  it,  hove  it  clean  off 
and  out,  with  four  or  five  men  on  it,  and  then  of  com 
tumbled  after  it  ten  feet  into  the  sand,  roaring  like  a 
town  bull  to  her  majesty's  liege  subjects  in  general. 

Sailor-fashion,  he  had  no  armour  on  but  a  light 
morion  and  a  cuirass,  so  he  was  not  too  much  encum- 
bered to  prevent  his  springing  to  his  legs  instantly,  and 
setting  to  work,  cutting  and  fbining  right  and  left  at 
every  sound,  for  sight  there  was  none. 

Battles  (as  soldiers  know,  and  newspaper  editors  do 
not)  are  usually  fought,  not  as  they  ought  to  be  fought) 
but  as  they  can  be  fought ;  and  while  the  literary  man 
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is  laying  down  the  law  at  liis  desk  as  to  how  many 
troops  should  be  moved  here,  and  what  rivers  should  be 
crossed  there,  and  where  the  cavalry  should  have  been 
brought  up,  and  when  the  flank  should  have  been 
turned,  the  wretched  man  who  has  to  do  the  work  finds 
the  matter  settled  for  him  by  pestilence,  want  of  shoes 
empty  stomachs,  bad  roads,  heavy  rains,  hot  suns,  and 
a  thousand  other  stern  warriors  who  never  show  on 
paper. 

So  with  this  skirmish;  ''according  to  Cocker,"  it  ought 
to  have  been  a  very  pretty  one ;  for  Hercules  of  Pisa, 
who  planned  the  sortie,  had  arranged  it  all  (being  a  very 
sans-apjpel  in  all  military  science)  upon  the  best  Italian 
precedents,  and  had  brought  against  this  very  hapless 
battery,  a  column  of  a  hundred  to  attack  directly  in 
front,  a  company  of  fifty  to  turn  the  right  flank,  and  a 
company  of  fifty  to  turn  the  left  flank,  with  regulations, 
orders,  passwords,  countersigns,  and  what  not ;  so  that 
if  every  man  had  had  his  rights  (as  seldom  happens), 
Don  Guzman  Maria  Magdalena  de  Soto,  who  commanded 
the  sortie,  ought  to  have  taken  the  work  out  of  hand, 
and  annihilated  all  therein.  But  alas  !  here  stern  fate 
interfered.  They  had  chosen  a  dark  night,  as  was  politic ; 
they  had  waited  till  the  moon  was  up,  lest  it  should  be 
too  dark,  as  was  politic  likewise :  but,  just  as  they  had 
started,  on  came  a  heavy  squall  of  rain,  through  which 
seven  moons  would  have  given  no  light,  and  which 
washed  out  the  plans  of  Hercules  of  Pisa  as  if  they  had 
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been  written  on  a  schoolboy's  slate.  The  company  who 
were  to  turn  the  left  flank  walked  manfully  down  into 
the  sea,  and  never  found  out  where  they  were  going,  till 
they  were  knee-deep  in  Water,  The  company  who  we 
to  turn  the  right  flank,  bewildered  by  the  utter  dark- 
ness, turned  their  own  flank  so  often,  that  tired  of  fall- 
ing into  rabbit-burrows  and  filling  their  months  with 
sand,  they  halted  and  prayed  to  all  the  saints  for  a 
compass  and  lantern ;  while  the  centre  body,  who  held 
straight  on  by  a  trackway  to  within  fifty  yards  of  the 
battery,  so  miscalculated  that  short  distance,  that  while 
they  thought  the  ditch  two  pikes'  length  off,  they  fell 
into  it  one  over  the  other,  and  of  six  scaling  ladde: 
the  only  one  which  could  be  found  was  the  very  one 
which  Amyas  threw  down  again.  After  which  the 
clouds  broke,  the  wind  shifted,  and  the  moon  shone  out 
merrily.  And  so  was  the  deep  policy  of  Hercnlefl  of 
Pisa,  on  which  hung  the  fate  of  Ireland  and  the  Papacy, 
decided  by  a  ten  minutes'  squall. 

But  where  is  Amyas  ? 

In  the  ditch,  aware  that  the  enemy  is  tumbling  into 
it,  but  unable  to  find  them  ;  while  the  company  al 
finding  it  much  too  dark  to  attempt  a  counter  sortie, 
have  opened  a  smart  fire  of  musketry  and   arrows   on 
things  in  general,  whereat  the  Spaniard!  are  swearii 
like  Spaniards   (I  need  say  no  morc\  and  the   Italians 
spitting  like  venomous  cats  ;  while  Amyas.  not  wishii 
to   be  riddled    by   friendly    balls,    has    got    his    back 
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against   the  foot  of  the  rampart,    and  waits    on    Pro- 
vidence. 

Suddenly  the  moon  clears  ;  and  with  one  more  fierce 
volley,  the  English  sailors,  seeing  the  confusion,  leap 
down  from  the  embrasures,  and  to  it  pell-mell.  Whether 
this  also  was  "  according  to  Cocker,"  I  know  not :  but 
the  sailor,  then  as  now,  is  not  susceptible  of  highly- 
finished  drill. 

Amyas  is  now  in  his  element,  and  so  are  the  brave 
fellows  at  his  heels;  and  there  are  ten  breathless,  furious 
minutes  among  the  sand-hills ;  and  then  the  trumpets 
blow  a  recal,  and  the  sailors  drop  back  again  by  twos 
and  threes,  and  are  helped  up  into  the  embrasures  over 
many  a  dead  and  dying  foe ;  while  the  guns  of  Fort  del  Oro 
open  on  them,  and  blaze  away  for  half  an  hour  without 
reply ;  and  then  all  is  still  once  more.  And  in  the  mean- 
while, the  sortie  against  the  Deputy's  camp  has  fared 
no  better,  and  the  victory  of  the  night  remains  with  the 
English. 

Twenty  minutes  after,  Winter  and  the  captains  who 
were  on  shore,  were  drying  themselves  round  a  peat- 
fire  on  the  beach,  and  talking  over  the  skirmish,  when 
Will  Gary  asked — 

"  Where  is  Leigh  ?  who  has  seen  him  ?  I  am  sadly 
afraid  he  has  gone  too  far,  and  been  slain." 

"  Slain  V  Never  less,  gentlemen ! "  replied  the  voice  of 
the  very  person  in  question,  as  he  stalked  out  of  the 
darkness  into  the  glare  of  the  fire,  and  shot  down  from 


24  HOW  AMYAS  KEPT 

his  shoulders  into  the  midst  of  the  ring,  as  he  might  a 
sack  of  corn,  a  huge  dark  body,  which  was  gradually 
seen  to  be  a  man  in  rich  armour ;  who,  being  so  shot 
down,  lay  quietly  where  he  was  dropped,  with  his  feet 
(luckily  for  him  mailed)  in  the  fire. 

"  I  say,"  quoth  Amyas,  "  some  of  you  had  better 
take  him  up,  if  he  is  to  be  of  any  use.  Unlace  his  helm. 
Will  Gary." 

"  Pull  his  feet  out  of  the  embers;  I  dare  say  he  would 
have  been  glad  enough  to  put  us  to  the  scarpines ;  but 
that's  no  reason  we  should  put  him  to  them." 

As  has  been  hinted,  there  was  no  love  lost  between 
Admiral  Winter  and  Amyas ;  and  Amyas  might  certainly 
have  reported  himself  in  a  more  ceremonious  manner. 
So  Winter,  whom  Amyas  either  had  not  seen,  or  had 
not  chosen  to  see,  asked  him  pretty  sharply,  "  What 
the  plague  he  had  to  do  with  bringing  dead  men  into 
camp  t 

"  If  he's  dead,  it's  not  my  fault.  He  was  alive  enough 
when  I  started  with  him,  and  I  kept  him  right  end 
uppermost  all  the  way  :  and  what  would  you  have  more, 
Sir?" 

"  Mr.  Leigh!"  said  Winter,  "  it  behoves  you  to  speak 
with  somewhat  more  courtesy,  if  not  respect,  to  captains 
who  are  your  elders  and  commanders.'1 

"Ask  your  pardon,  Sir,"  said  the  giant,  as  he  stood 
in  front  of  the  fire  with  the  rain  Bteamine  and  Bnioking 
off  his  armour;    "but  I  was   bred  in  a  Bchool   where 
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getting  good  service  done  was  more  esteemed  than 
making  fine  speeches/'' 

"  Whatsoever  school  you  were  trained  in,  Sir,"  said 
Winter,  nettled  at  the  hint  about  Drake ;  "  it  does  not 
seem  to  have  been  one  in  which  you  learned  to  obey 
orders.  Why  did  you  not  come  in  when  the  recal  was 
sounded?" 

"  Because,"  said  Amyas,  very  coolly,  "  in  the  first 
place,  I  did  not  hear  it ;  and  in  the  next,  in  my  school 
I  was  taught  when  I  had  once  started  not  to  come  home 
empty-handed." 

This  was  too  pointed;  and  Winter  sprang  up  with 
an  oath — "  Do  you  mean  to  insult  me,  Sir?" 

"  I  am  sorry,  Sir,  that  you  should  take  a  compliment 
to  Sir  Francis  Drake  as  an  insult  to  yourself.  I  brought 
in  this  gentleman  because  I  thought  he  might  give  you 
good  information;  if  he  dies  meanwhile,  the  loss  will 
be  yours,  or  rather  the  Queen's." 

"  Help  me,  then,"  said  Cary,  glad  to  create  a  diver- 
sion in  Amyas's  favour,  "  and  we  will  bring  him 
round;"  while  Raleigh  rose,  and  catching  Winter's 
arm,  drew  him  aside,  and  began  talking  earnestly. 

"  What  a  murrain  have  you,  Leigh,  to  quarrel  with 
Winter?"  asked  two  or  three. 

"  I  say,  my  reverend  fathers  and  dear  children,  do 
get  the  Don's  talking  tackle  free  again,  and  leave  me 
and  the  Admiral  to  settle  it  our  own  way." 

There  was  more  than  one  captain  sitting  in  the  ring : 
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"but  discipline,  and  the  degieea   of  rank,   were  not 
severely  defined  as  now ;  and  Amyas,  as  a  "  gentleman 
adventurer,"  was,  .on  land,  in  a  position  very  difficult 
be  settled,  though  at  sea  he  was  as  liable  to  be  hanged 
as  any  other  person  on  board  ;  and  on  the  whole,  it  m 
found  expedient  to  patch  the  matter  up.     So  Captain 
Raleigh  returning,   said  that  though  Admiral  Wint 
had  doubtless  taken  umbrage  at  certain  words  of  Mr. 
Leigh's,  yet  that  he  had  no  doubt  that  Mr.  Leigh  meant 
nothing  thereby,  but  what  was  consistent  with  the  pro- 
fession of  a  soldier  and  a  gentleman,  and  worthy  both 
of  himself  and  of  the  Admiral. 

From  which  proposition  Amyas  found  it  impossible 
to  dissent ;  whereon  Raleigh  went  back,  and  informed 
Winter  that  Leigh  had  freely  retracted  his  words,  and 
fully  wiped  off  any  imputation  which  Mr.  Winter  might 
conceive  to)  have  been  put  upon  him,  and  so  forth.  So 
Winter  returned,  and  Amyas  said  frankly  enough. — 

"  Admiral  Winter,  I  hope,  as  a  loyal  soldier,  that 
you  will  understand  thus  far;  that  nought  which  lias 
passed  to-night  shall  in  any  way  prevent  you  finding  me 
a  forward  and  obedient  servant  to  all  your  command 
be  they  what  they  may,  and  a  supporter  of  yoni 
authority  among  the  men,  and  honour  against  the  f 
even  with  my  life.  For  I  should  be  ashamed,  if  private 
differences  should  ever  prejudice  by  a  grain  the  public 
weal." 

This  was  a  great  effort  of  oratory  for  Amyas  ;  and  he 
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therefore,  in  order  to  be  safe  by  following  precedent,  tried 
to  talk  as  much  as  he  could  like  Sir  Richard  Gren- 
vile.  Of  course  Winter  could  answer  nothing  to  it,  in 
spite  of  the  plain  hint  of  private  differences,  but  that 
he  should  not  fail  to  show  himself  a  captain  worthy 
of  so  valiant  and  trusty  a  gentleman ;  whereon  the 
whole  party  turned  their  attention  to  the  captive,  who, 
thanks  to  Will  Cary,  was  by  this  time  sitting  up, 
standing  much  in  need  of  a  handkerchief,  and  looking 
about  him,  having  been  unhelmed,  in  a  confused  and 

doleful  manner. 

« 

"  Take  the  gentleman  to  my  tent,"  said  Winter, 
"  and  let  the  surgeon  see  to  him.  Mr.  Leigh,  who  is 
he?—" 

"  An  enemy,  but  whether  Spaniard  or  Italian  I 
know  not;  but  he  seemed  somebody  among  them, 
I  thought  the  captain  of  a  company.  He  and  I  cut  at 
each  other  twice  or  thrice  at  first,  and  then  lost  each 
other ;  and  after  that  I  came  on  him  among  the  sand- 
hills, trying  to  rally  his  men,  and  swearing  like  the 
mouth  of  the  pit,  whereby  I  guess  him  a  Spaniard. 
But  his  men  ran;  so  I  brought  him  in." 

"  And  how?"  asked  Raleigh.  "  Thou  art  giving  us 
all  the  play  but  the  murders  and  the  marriages." 

"  Why,  I  bid  him  yield,  and  he  would  not.  Then  I 
bid  him  run,  and  he  would  not.  And  it  was  too  pitch- 
dark  for  fighting ;  so  I  took  him  by  the  ears,  and  shook 
the  wind  out  of  him,  and  so  brought  him  in." 
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"  Shook  the  wind  out  of  him?"  cried  Cary,  amid  the 
roar  of  laughter  which  followed.  "  Dost  know  thou 
hast  nearly  wrung  his  neck  in  two  ?  His  vizor  was  full 
of  blood." 

"  He  should  have  run  or  yielded,  then,"  said  Amy; 
and  getting  up,  slipt  off  to  find  some  ale,  and  then  to 
sleep  comfortably  in  a  dry  burrow  which  he  scratched 
out  of  a  sandbank. 

The  next  morning,  as  Amyas  was  discussing  a  scanty 
breakfast  of  biscuit,  (for  provisions  were  running  very 
short  in  camp,)  Raleigh  came  up  to  him. 

"  What,  eating  ?  That's  more  than  I  have  done 
to-day." 

"  Sit  down,  and  share  then." 

"  Nay,  lad,  I  did  not  come  a-begging.  I  have  set 
some  of  my  rogues  to  dig  rabbits ;  but  as  I  live,  young 
Colbrand,  you  may  thank  your  stars  that  you  arc  alive 
to-day  to  eat.  Poor  young  Cheek, — Sir  John  Cheek 
the  grammarian's  son, — got  his  quittance  last  night  by 
a  Spanish  pike,  rushing  headlong  on,  just  as  you  did. 
But  have  you  seen  your  prisoner?" 

"  No ;  nor  shall,  while  he  is  in  Winter's  tent." 

"Why  not,  then?  What  quarrel  have  you  against 
the  Admiral,  friend  Bobadil?  Cannot  you  let  Francis 
Drake  fight  his  own  battles,  without  thrusting  your  head 
in  between  them?" 

"  Well,  that  is  good !  As  if  the  quarrel  was  not 
just   as    much    mine,    and   every    man's    in    the    ship. 
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Why,  when  he  left  Drake,  he  left  us  all,  did  he 
not?" 

"  And  what  if  he  did?  Let  bygones  be  bygones,  is 
the  rule  of  a  Christian,  and  of  a  wise  man  too,  Amyas. 
Here  the  man  is,  at  least,  safe  home,  in  favour  and  in 
power ;  and  a  prudent  youth  will  just  hold  his  tongue, 
mumchance,  and  swim  with  the  stream." 

"  But  that's  just  what  makes  me  mad ;  to  see  this 
fellow,  after  deserting  us  there  in  unknown  seas,  win 
credit  and  rank  at  home  here  for  being  the  first  man 
who  ever  sailed  back  through  the  Straits.  What  had 
he  to  do  with  sailing  back  at  all?  As  well  make  the 
fox  a  knight  for  being  the  first  that  ever  jumped  down 
a  jakes  to  escape  the  hounds.  The  fiercer  the  night,  the 
fouler  the  fear,  say  I." 

"  Amyas !  Amyas !  thou  art  a  hard  hitter,  but  a  soft 
politician." 

"I  am  no  politician,  Captain  Raleigh,  nor  ever  wish 
to  be.  An  honest  man's  my  friend,  and  a  rogue's  my 
foe ;  and  I'll  tell  both  as  much,  as  long  as  I  breathe." 

"  And  die  a  poor  saint,"  said  Raleigh,  laughing. 
"  But  if  WTinter  invites  you  to  his  tent  himself,  you 
won't  refuse  to  come?" 

"  Why,  no,  considering  his  years  and  rank ;  but  he 
knows  too  well  to  do  that." 

"  He  knows  too  well  not  to  do  it,"  said  Raleigh, 
laughing  as  he  walked  away.  And  verily  in  half-an- 
hour  came  an  invitation,  extracted,  of  course,  from  the 


30  HOW  AMYAS   KEPT 

Admiral  by  Raleigh's  silver  tongue,  which  Amy  as  could 
not  but  obey. 

"  We  all  owe  you  thanks  for  last  night's  service,  Sir," 
said  Winter,  who  had  for  some  good  reasons  changed 
his  tone.  "  Your  prisoner  is  found  to  be  a  gentleman 
of  birth  and  experience,  and  the  leader  of  the  assault 
last  night.  He  has  already  told  us  more  than  we  had 
hoped,  for  which  also  we  are  beholden  to  you;  and, 
indeed,  my  Lord  Grey  has  been  asking  for  you  alread; 

"  I  have,  young  Sir,"  said  a  quiet  and  lofty  voice  ; 
and  Amyas  saw  limping  from  the  inner  tent  the  proud 
and  stately  figure  of  the  stern  Deputy,  Lord  Grey  of 
Wilton,  a  brave  and  wise  man,  but  with  a  naturally 
harsh  temper  which  had  been  soured  still  more  by  the 
wound  which  had  crippled  him,  while  yet  a  boy,  at  the 
battle  of  Leith.  He  owed  that  limp  to  Mary  Queen  of 
Scots ;  and  he  did  not  forget  the  debt. 

"  I  have  been  asking  for  you ;  having  heard  from 
many,  both  of  your  last  night's  prowess,  and  of  your 
conduct  and  courage  beyond  the  promise  of  your  yea, 
displayed  in  that  ever-memorable  voyage,  which  may 
well  be  ranked  with  the  deeds  of  the  ancient  Argo- 
nauts." 

Amyas  bowed  low;  and  the  Lord  Deputy  went  on, 
"  You  will  needs  wish  to  see  your  prisoner.  You  will 
find  him  such  a  one  as  you  need  not  be  ashamed  to 
have  taken,  and  as  need  not  be  ashamed  to  have  been 
taken  by  you:  but  here  he  is.  and  will.  I  doubt  not, 
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answer  as  muck  for  himself.  Know  each  other  better, 
gentlemen  both :  last  night  was  an  ill  one  for  making- 
acquaintances.  Don  Guzman  Maria  Magdalena  Soto- 
niayor  de  Soto,  know  the  hidalgo  Amyas  Leigh  Vx 

As  he  spoke,  the  Spaniard  came  forward,  still  in  his 
armour,  all  save  his  head,  which  was  bound  up  in  a 
handkerchief. 

He  was  an  exceedingly  tall  and  graceful  personage, 
of  that  sangre  azul  which  marked  high  Visi-gothic 
descent;  golden-haired  and  fair-skinned,  with  hands 
as  small  and  white  as  a  woman's  ;  his  lips  were  delicate, 
but  thin,  and  compressed  closely  at  the  comers  of  the 
mouth ;  and  his  pale  blue  eye  had  a  glassy  dulness. 
In  spite  of  his  beauty  and  his  carriage,  Amyas  shrank 
from  him  instinctively;  and  yet  he  could  not  help 
holding  out  his  hand  in  return,  as  the  Spaniard,  hold- 
ing out  his,  said,  languidly,  in  most  sweet  and  sonorous 
Spanish, — 

"  I  kiss  his  hands  and  feet.  The  Sefior  speaks,  I  am 
told,  my  native  tongue?" 

"  I  have  that  honour." 

"  Then  accept  in  it  (for  I  can  better  express  myself 
therein  than  in  English,  though  I  am  not  altogether 
ignorant  of  that  witty  and  learned  language)  the  ex- 
pression of  my  pleasure  at  having  fallen  into  the  hands 
of  one  so  renowned  in  war  and  travel;  and  of  one 
also,"  he  added,  glancing  at  Amyas's  giant  bulk,  "  the 
vastness  of  whose   strength,   beyond  that  of  common 


32  HOW   AMYAS   KEPT 

mortality,  makes  it  no  more  shame  for  me  to  have  been 
overpowered  and  carried  away  by  him,  than  if  my 
captor  had  been  a  paladin  of  Charlemagne's." 

Honest  Amyas  bowed  and  stammered,  a  little  thrown 
off  his  balance  by  the  unexpected  assurance  and  cool 
flattery  of  his  prisoner ;  but  he  said, — 

"  If  you  are  satisfied,  illustrious  Senor,  I  am  bound 
to  be  so.  I  only  trust,  that  in  my  hurry  and  the  dark- 
ness, I  have  not  hurt  you  unnecessarily." 

The  Don  laughed  a  pretty  little  hollow  laugh  :  "  N 
kind  Senor,  my  head,  I  trust,  will  after  a  few  da 
have  become  united  to  my  shoulders ;    and,    for   the 
present,  your  company  will  make  me  forget  any  slight 
discomfort." 

"  Pardon  me,  Sefior ;  but  by  this  daylight  I  should 
have  seen  that  armour  before." 

"  I  doubt  it  not,  Serior,  as  having  been  yourself  also 
in  the  forefront  of  the  battle,"  said  the  Spaniard,  with 
a  proud  smile. 

"  If  I  am  right,  Senor,  you  are  he  who  yesterday 
held  up  the  standard  after  it  was  shot  down." 

"  I  do  not  deny  that  undeserved  honour :  and  I  have 
to  thank  the  courtesy  of  you  and  your  countrymen  for 
having  permitted  me  to  do  so  with  impunity." 

"  Ah,  I  heard  of  that  brave  feat,"  said  the  Lord 
Deputy.  "  You  should  consider  yourself)  Mr.  Leigh, 
honoured  by  being  enabled  to  show  courtesy  to  sueh 
a  warrior." 
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How  long  this  interchange  of  solemn  compliments, 
of  which  Amyas  was  getting  somewhat  weary,  would 
have  gone  on,  I  know  not :  but  at  that  moment  Raleigh 
entered,  hastily, — 

"  My  Lord,  they  have  hung  out  a  white  flag,  and  are 
calling  for  a  parley !" 

The  Spaniard  turned  pale,  and  felt  for  his  sword, 
which  was  gone ;  and  then,  with  a  bitter  laugh,  mur- 
mured to  himself, — "  As  I  expected." 

"I  am  very  sorry  to  hear  it.  Would  to  Heaven 
they  had  simply  fought  it  out!"  said  Lord  Grey,  halt 
to  himself;  and  then,  "Go,  Captain  Kaleigh,  and 
answer  them  that  (saving  this  gentleman's  presence)  the 
laws  of  war  forbid  a  parley  with  any  who  are  leagued 
with  rebels  against  their  lawful  sovereign." 

"  But  what  if  they  wish  to  treat  for  this  gentleman's 
ransom  ?  " 

"  For  their  own,  more  likely : "  said  the  Spaniard ; 
"  but  tell  them,  on  my  part,  Senor,  that  Don  Guzman 
refuses  to  be  ransomed;  and  will  return  to  no  camp 
where  the  commanding  officer,  unable  to  infect  his 
captains  with  his  own  cowardice,  dishonours  them 
against  their  will." 

"You  speak  sharply,  Senor,"  said  Winter,  after 
Raleigh  had  gone  out. 

"  I  have  reason,  Senor  Admiral,  as  you  will  find, 
I  fear,  ere  long." 

"  We  shall  have  the  honour  of  leaving  you  here,  for 

VOL.  II.  D 
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tlie  present,  Sir,  as  Admiral  Winter's  guest,"  said  the 
Lord  Deputy. 

"  But  not  my  sword,  it  seems." 

"  Pardon  me,  Serior :  but  no  one  has  deprived  you  of 
your  sword,"  said  Winter. 

"  I  don't  wish  to  pain  you,  Sir,"  said  Amyas,  "  but  I 
fear  that  we  were  both  careless  enough  to  leave  it  behind 
last  night." 

A  flash  passed  over  the  Spaniard's  face,  which  dis- 
closed terrible  depths  of  fury  and  hatred  beneath  that 
quiet  mask,  as  the  summer  lightning  displays  the  black 
abysses  of  the  thunderstorm ;  but  like  the  summer 
lightning  it  passed,  almost  unseen;  and  blandly  as 
ever,  he  answered, — 

"  I  can  forgive  you  for  such  a  neglect,  most  valiant 
Sir,  more  easily  than  I  can  forgive  myself.  Farewell, 
Sir !  One  who  has  lost  his  sword  is  no  fit  company  for 
you."  And  as  Amyas  and  the  rest  departed  he  plunged 
into  the  inner  tent,  stamping  and  writhing,  gnawing  his 
hands  with  rngc  and  shame. 

As  Amyas  came  out  on  the  battery,  Yeo  hailed 
him, — 

"  Master  Amyas  !  Ilillo,  Sir !  For  the  love  of  heaven 
tell  me!" 

"  What  then?" 

"  Is  his  Lordship  staunch?  Will  he  do  the  Lord's 
work  faithfully,  root  and  branch :  or  will  he  spare  the 
Amalekites?" 


HIS  CHRISTMAS   DAY.  35 

"  The  latter,  I  think,  old  hip-and-thigh,"  said  Amyas, 
hurrying  forward  to  hear  the  news  from  Raleigh,  who 
appeared  in  sight  once  more. 

"  They  ask  to  depart  with  bag  and  baggage,"  said 
he,  when  he  came  up. 

"  God  do  so  to  me,  and  more  also,  if  they  carry  away  a 
straw ! "  said  Lord  Grey.    "  Make  short  work  of  it,  Sir ! " 

"  I  do  not  know  how  that  will  be,  my  Lord ;  as  I 
came  up  a  captain  shouted  to  me  off  the  walls,  that 
there  were  mutineers,  and  denying  that  he  surrendered, 
would  have  pulled  down  the  flag  of  truce,  but  the 
soldiers  beat  him  off." 

"  A  house  divided  against  itself  will  not  stand  long, 
gentlemen.  Tell  them  that  I  give  no  conditions.  Let 
them  lay  down  their  arms,  and  trust  in  the  Bishop  of 
Home  who  sent  them  hither,  and  may  come  to  save 
them  if  he  wants  them.  Gunners,  if  you  see  the  white 
flag  go  down,  open  your  fire  instantly.  Captain  Raleigh, 
we  need  your  counsel  here.  Mr.  Gary,  will  you  be  my 
herald  this  time?" 

"A  better  Protestant  never  went  on  a  pleasanter 
errand,  my  Lord." 

So  Cary  went,  and  then  ensued  an  argument,  as  to 
what  should  be  done  with  the  prisoners  in  case  of  a 
surrender. 

I  cannot  tell  whether  my  Lord  Grey  meant,  by  offer- 
ing conditions  which  the  Spaniards  would  not  accept,  to 
force  them  into  fighting  the  quarrel  out,  and  so  save 
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himself  the  responsibility  of  deciding  on  their  fate ;  or 
whether  his  mere  natural  stubbornness,  as  well  as  his 
just  indignation,  drove  him  on  too  far  to  retract :  but 
the  council  of  war  which  followed  was  both  a  sad 
and  a  stormy  one,  and  one  which  he  had  reason  to 
regret  to  his  dying  day.  What  was  to  be  done  with 
the  enemy  ?  They  already  outnumbered  the  English ; 
and  some  fifteen  hundred  of  Desmond's  wild  Irish 
hovered  in  the  forests  round,  ready  to  side  with  the 
winning  party,  or  even  to  attack  the  English  at  the 
least  sign  of  vacillation  or  fear.  They  could  not  carry 
the  Spaniards  away  with  them,  for  they  had  neither 
shipping  nor  food,  not  even  handcuffs  enough  for  them ; 
and  as  Mackworth  told  Winter  when  he  proposed  it, 
the  only  plan  was  for  him  to  make  San  Josepho  a  pre- 
sent of  his  ships,  and  swim  home  himself  as  he  could. 
To  turn  loose  in  Ireland,  as  Captain  Touch  urged  on 
the  other  hand,  seven  hundred  such  monsters  of  law', 
ness,  cruelty  and  lust,  as  Spanish  and  Italian  condottieri 
were  in  those  days,  was  as  fatal  to  their  own  safety. 
cruel  to  the  wretched  Irish.  All  the  captains,  without 
exception,  followed  on  the  same  side.  "  What  was  to  be 
done,  then?"  asked  Lord  Grey,  impatiently.  "Would 
they  have  him  murder  them  all  in  cold  blood?" 

And  for  a  while  every  man.  knowing  that  it  must 
come  to  that,  and  yet  not  daring  to  say  it;  till  Sir 
Warham  St.  Leger,  the  Marshal  of  Monster,  spoke  out 
stoutly — "  Foreigners  had  been  scoffing  them  too  loi 
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and  too  truly  with  waging  these  Irish  wars  as  if  they 
meant  to  keep  them  alive,  rather  than  end  them.  Mercy 
and  faith  to  every  Irishman  who  would  show  mercy  and 
faith,  was  his  motto  ;  but  to  invaders,  no  mercy.  Ireland 
was  England's  vulnerable  point ;  it  might  be  some  day 
her  ruin ;  a  terrible  example  must  be  made  of  those  who 
dare  to  touch  the  sore.  Rather  pardon  the  Spaniards 
for  landing  in  the  Thames  than  in  Ireland  1" — till  Lord 
Grey  became  much  excited,  and  turning  as  a  last  hope 
to  Raleigh,  asked  his  opinion :  but  Raleigh's  silver 
tongue  was  that  day  not  on  the  side  of  indulgence. 
He  skilfully  recapitulated  the  arguments  of  his  fellow- 
captains,  improving  them  as  he  went  on,  till  each  worthy 
soldier  was  surprised  to  find  himself  so  much  wiser  a 
man  than  he  had  thought ;  and  finished  by  one  of  his 
rapid  and  passionate  perorations  upon  his  favourite 
theme — the  West  Indian  cruelties  of  the  Spaniards, 
".  .  .  .by  which  great  tracts  and  fair  countries  are  now 
utterly  stripped  of  inhabitants  by  heavy  bondage  and 
torments  unspeakable.  Oh,  witless  Islanders  !"  said  he, 
apostrophizing  the  Irish ;  "  would  to  heaven  that  you 
were  here  to  listen  to  me !  What  other  fate  awaits  you, 
if  this  viper,  which  you  are  so  ready  to  take  into  your 
bosom,  should  be  warmed  to  life,  but  to  groan  like  the 
Indians,  slaves  to  the  Spaniard ;  but  to  perish  like  the 
Indians,  by  heavy  burdens,  cruel  chains,  plunder  and 
ravishment;  scourged,  racked,  roasted,  stabbed,  sawn 
in  sunder,  cast  to  feed  the  dogs,  as  simple  and  more 
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righteous  peoples  have  perished  ere  now  by  million 
And  what  else,  I  say,  had  been  the  fate  of  Ireland,  had 
this  invasion  prospered,  which  God  has  now,  by  our 
weak  hands,  confounded  and  brought  to  nought?  Shall 
we  then  answer  it,  my  Lord,  either  to  our  conscience, 
our  God,  or  our  Queen,  if  we  shall  set  loose  men,  (not 
one  of  whom,  I  warrant,  but  is  stained  with  murder  on 
murder,)  to  go  and  fill  up  the  cup  of  their  iniquity 
among  these  silly  sheep?  Have  not  their  native  wolves, 
their  barbarous  chieftains,  shorn,  peeled,  and  slaughtered 
them  enough  already,  but  we  must  add  this  pack  of 
foreign  wolves  to  the  number  of  their  tormentors,  and 
fit  the  Desmond  with  a  body-guard  of  seven,  yea,  seven 
hundred  devils  worse  than  himself?  Nay,  rather  let 
us  do  violence  to  our  own  human  nature,  and  show 
ourselves  in  appearance  rigorous,  that  we  may  be  kind 
indeed;  lest  while  we  presume  to  be  over-merciful  to 
the  guilty,  we  prove  ourselves  to  be  over-cruel  to  the 
innocent.1' 

"  Captain  Raleigh,  Captain  Raleigh,"  said  Lord  Grey, 
"  the  blood  of  these  men  be  on  your  head ! " 

"It  ill  befits  your  Lordship,"  answered  EUleigh,  '*  to 
throw  on  your  subordinates  the  blame  of  that  which 
your  reason  approves  as  necessary." 

"  I  should  have  thought,  Sir,  that  one  so  noted  for 
ambition  as  Captain  Haleigh  would  have  been  more 
careful  of  the  favour  of  that  Queen  for  whose  smiles  he 
is  said  to  be  so  longing  a  competitor.     If  you  have  not 
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yet  been  of  her  counsels,  Sir,  I  can  tell  you  you  are  not 
likely  to  be.  She  will  be  furious  when  she  hears  of 
this  cruelty."' 

Lord  Grey  had  lost  his  temper :  but  Raleigh  kept  his, 
and  answered  quietly — 

"  Her  Majesty  shall  at  least  not  find  me  among  the 
number  of  those  who  prefer  her  favour  to  her  safety, 
and  abuse  to  their  own  profit  that  over-tenderness  and 
mercifulness  of  heart,  which  is  the  only  blemish  (and 
yet  rather,  like  a  mole  on  a  fair  cheek,  but  a  new 
beauty)  in  her  manifold  perfections." 

At  this  juncture  Cary  returned. 

"  My  Lord,"  said  he,  in  some  confusion,  "  I  have 
proposed  your  terms ;  but  the  captains  still  entreat  for 
some  mitigation ;  and,  to  tell  you  truth,  one  of  them  has 
insisted  on  accompanying  me  hither  to  plead  his  cause 
himself." 

"  I  will  not  see  him,  Sir.     Who  is  he  ?" 

"  His  name  is  Sebastian  of  Modena,  my  Lord." 

"  Sebastian  of  Modena  ?  What  think  you,  gentlemen  ? 
May  we  make  an  exception  in  favour  of  so  famous  a 
soldier?" 

"  So  villanous  a  cut-throat,"  said  Zouch  to  Haleigh, 
under  his  breath. 

All,  however,  were  for  speaking  with  so  famous  a 
man ;  and  in  came,  in  full  armour,  a  short,  bull-necked 
Italian,  evidently  of  immense  strength,  of  the  true 
Caesar  Borgia  stamp. 
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"  "Will  you  please  to  be  seated,  Sir,"  said  Lord  Grey, 
coldly. 

"  I  kiss  your  hands,  most  illustrious :  but  I  do  not 
sit  in  an  enemy's  camp.  Ha,  my  friend  Zouch !  How 
has  your  Signoria  fared  since  we  fought  side  by  side  at 
Lepanto?  So  you,  too,  are  here,  sitting  in  council  on 
the  hanging  of  me." 

"What  is  your  errand,  Sir?  Time  is  short,"  said 
the  Lord  Deputy. 

"  Corpo  di  Bacco !  It  has  been  long  enough  all  the 
morning,  for  my  rascals  have  kept  me  and  my  friend 
the  Colonel  Hercules  (whom  you  know  doubtless)  pri- 
soners in  our  tents  at  the  pike's  point.  My  Lord 
Deputy,  I  have  but  a  few  words.  I  shall  thank  you  to 
take  every  soldier  in  the  fort, — Italian,  Spaniard,  and 
Irish, — and  hang  them  up  as  high  as  Hainan  for  a  set 
of  mutinous  cowards,  with  the  arch-traitor  San  Josepho 
at  their  head." 

"  I  am  obliged  to  you  for  your  offer,  Sir,  and 
shall  deliberate  presently  as  to  whether  I  shall  not 
accept  it." 

"  But  as  for  us  captains,  really  your  Excellency 
must  consider  that  we  are  gentlemen  born,  and  give  us 
either  buena  querra,  as  the  Spaniards  say,  or  a  fair 
chance  for  life ;  and  so  to  my  business." 

"  Stay,  Sir.  Answer  this  iirst.  Have  you  or  yours 
any  commission  to  show  cither  from  the  Bang  of  Spain 
or  any  other  potentate?" 
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"  Never  a  one  but  tlie  cause  of  Heaven,  and  our  own 
swords.  And  with  them,  my  Lord,  we  are  ready  to 
meet  any  gentlemen  of  your  camp,  man  to  man,  with 
our  swords  only,  half-way  between  your  leaguer  and 
ours ;  and  I  doubt  not  that  your  Lordship  will  see  fair 
play.  Will  any  gentleman  accept  so  civil  an  offer? 
There  sits  a  tall  youth  in  that  corner  who  would  suit 
me  very  well.  Will  any  fit  my  gallant  comrades  with 
half-an-hour's  punto  and  stoccado?  " 

There  was  a  silence,  all  looking  at  the  Lord  Deputy, 
whose  eyes  were  kindling  in  a  very  ugly  way. 

"  No  answer  ?  Then  I  must  proceed  to  exhortation. 
So  !     Will  that  be  sufficient  ?  " 

And  walking  composedly  across  the  tent,  the  fearless 
ruffian  quietly  stooped  down,  and  smote  Amyas  Leigh 
full  in  the  face. 

Up  sprang  Amyas,  heedless  of  all  the  august  as- 
sembly, and  with  a  single  buffet  felled  him  to  the 
earth. 

"Excellent!'  said  he,  rising  unabashed.  "I  can 
always  trust  my  instinct.  I  knew  the  moment  I  saw 
him  that  he  was  a  cavalier  worth  letting  blood.  Now, 
Sir,  your  sword  and  harness,  and  I  am  at  your  service 
outside ! " 

The  solemn  and  sententious  Englishmen  were  alto- 
gether taken  aback  by  the  Italian's  impudence :  but 
Zouch  settled  the  matter. 

"  Most  noble  Captain,  will  you  be  pleased  to  recollect 
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a  certain  little  occurrence  at  Messina,  in  the  year  1575  ? 
For  if  you  do  not,  I  do ;  and  beg  to  inform  this  gentle- 
man that  you  are  unworthy  of  his  sword,  and  had  you, 
unluckily  for  you,  been  an  Englishman,  would  ha 
found  the  fashions  of  our  country  so  different  from  your 
own,  that  you  would  have  been  then  hanged,  Sir,  and 
probably  may  be  so  still." 

The  Italian's  sword  flashed  out  in  a  moment :  but 
Lord  Grey  interfered. 

"  No  fighting  here,  gentlemen.  That  may  wait ;  and, 
what  is  more,  shall  wait  till  —  Strike  their 
down,  Raleigh,  Mackworth !  Strike  their  swords  down  ! 
Colonel  Sebastian,  you  will  be  pleased  to  return  as  you 
came,  in  safety,  having  lost  nothing,  as  (I  frankly 
tell  you)  you  have  gained  nothing,  by  your  wild  bearing 
here.     We  shall  proceed  to  deliberate  on  your  fate." 

"  I  trust,  my  Lord,"  said  Amyas,   "  that  you  will 
spare   this  braggart's  life,  at    least  for  a  day  or  two. 
For  in  spite  of  Captain  Zouch's  warning,  I  must  ha 
to  do  with  him  yet,  or  my  cheek  will  rise  up  in  judg- 
ment against  me  at  the  last  day." 

"Well  spoken,  lad,"  said  the  Colonel  as  lie  swrTng 
out.  "So!  worth  a  reprieve,  by  this  sword,  to  hai 
one  more  good  rapier-rattle  before  the  gallows !  Then 
I  take  back  no  further  answer,  my  Lord  Deputy  ?  Not 
even  our  swords,  our  virgin  blades,  Signor,  the  soldier's 
cherished  bride  ?  Shall  we  go  forth  weeping  widower-, 
and  leave  to  strange  embrace  the  lovely  steely  ' 
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None,   Sir,  by  heaven ! "  said  lie,  waxing  wroth. 

Do  you  come  hither,  pirates  as  yon  are,  to  dictate 
terms  upon  a  foreign  soil  ?  Is  it  not  enough  to  have  set 
up  here  the  Spanish  flag,  and  claimed  the  land  of  Ireland 
as  the  Pope's  gift  to  the  Spaniard ;  violated  the  laws  of 
nations,  and  the  solemn  treaties  of  princes,  under  colour 
of  a  mad  superstition?  " 

"  Superstition,  my  Lord  ?  Nothing  less.  Believe  a 
philosopher  who  has  not  said  a  pater  or  an  ave  for  seven 
years  past  at  least.  Quod  tango  credo,  is  my  motto ;  and 
though  I  am  hound  to  say,  under  pain  of  the  Inquisition, 
that  the  most  holy  Father  the  Pope  has  given  this  land 
of  Ireland  to  his  most  Catholic  Majesty  the  King  of 
Spain,  Queen  Elizabeth  having  forfeited  her  title  to  it 
by  heresy, — why,  my  Lord,  I  believe  it  as  little  as  you 
do.  I  believe  that  Ireland  would  have  been  mine,  if 
I  had  won  it;  I  believe  religiously  that  it  is  not  mine, 
now  I  have  lost  it.  What  is,  is,  and  a  fig  for  priests ; 
to-day  to  thee,  to-morrow  to  me.  Addio,'7 — and  out  he 
swung. 

"  There  goes  a  most  gallant  rascal,"  said  the  Lord 
Deputy. 

"  And  a  most  rascally  gallant,"  said  Zouch.  "  The 
murder  of  his  own  page,  of  which  I  gave  him  a  remem- 
brancer, is  among  the  least  of  his  sins." 

"  And  now,  Captain  Raleigh,"  said  Lord  Grey,  "  as 
you  have  been  so  earnest  in  preaching  this  butchery,  I 
have  a  right  to  ask  none  but  you  to  practise  it." 
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Raleigh  bit  his  lip,  and  replied  by  the  "  quip  cour- 
teous,"— 

"  I  am  at  least  a  man,  my  Lord,  who  thinks  it 
shame  to  allow  others  to  do  that  which  I  dare  not  do 
myself." 

Lord  Grey  might  probably  have  returned  "  the  coun- 
tercheck quarrelsome,"  had  not  Mackworth  risen ; — 

"  And  I,  my  Lord,  being,  in  that  matter  at  least, 
one  of  Captain  Raleigh's  kidney,  will  just  go  with  him 
to  see  that  he  takes  no  harm  by  being  bold  enough 
to  carry  out  an  ugly  business,  and  serving  these  rascals 
as  their  countrymen  served  Mr.  Oxenham." 

"  I  bid  you  good  morning,  then,  gentlemen,  though 
I  cannot  bid  you  God  speed,"  said  Lord  Grey ;  and 
sitting  down  again,  covered  his  face  with  his  hands, 
and,  to  the  astonishment  of  all  bystanders,  burst,  say 
the  chroniclers,  into  tears. 

Amyas  followed  Raleigh  out.  The  latter  was  pale, 
but  determined,  and  very  wroth  against  the  Deputy. 

"  Does  the  man  take  me  for  a  hangman  ? '  said  he, 
"  that  he  speaks  to  me  thus  ?  But  such  is  the  way  of 
the  great.  If  you  neglect  your  duty,  they  haul  you  over 
the  coals ;  if  you  do  it,  you  must  do  it  on  your  own 
responsibility.  Farewell,  Amyas ;  you  will  not  shrink 
from  me  as  a  butcher  when  I  return?" 

"  God  forbid !     But  how  wiU  you  do  it  ?  " 

"  March  one  company  in,  and  drive  them  forth,  and 
let  the  other  cut  them  down  as  they  come  out. — Pah!'' 
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****** 

It  was  done.  Right  or  wrong,  it  was  done.  The 
shrieks  and  curses  had  died  away,  and  the  Fort  del  Oro 
was  a  red  shambles,  which  the  soldiers  were  trying  to 
cover  from  the  sight  of  heaven  and  earth,  by  dragging 
the  bodies  into  the  ditch,  and  covering  them  with  the 
ruins  of  the  rampart ;  while  the  Irish,  who  had  beheld 
from  the  woods  that  awful  warning,  fled  trembling  into 
the  deepest  recesses  of  the  forest.  It  was  done  ;  and  it 
never  needed  to  be  done  again.  The  hint  was  severe, 
but  it  was  sufficient.  Many  years  passed  before  a 
Spaniard  set  foot  again  in  Ireland. 

The  Spanish  and  Italian  officers  were  spared,  and 
Amyas  had  Don  Guzman  Maria  Magdalena  Sotomayor 
de  Soto  duly  adjudged  to  him,  as  his  prize  by  right  of 
war.  He  was,  of  course,  ready  enough  to  fight  Sebas- 
tian of  Modena :  but  Lord  Grey  forbade  the  duel :  blood 
enough  had  been  shed  already.  The  next  question  was, 
where  to  bestow  Don  Guzman  till  his  ransom  should 
arrive  ;  and  as  Amyas  could  not  well  deliver  the  gallant 
Don  into  the  safe  custody  of  Mrs.  Leigh  at  Burrough, 
and  still  less  into  that  of  Frank  at  Court,  he  was  fain 
to  write  to  Sir  Eichard  Grenvile,  and  ask  his  advice, 
and  in  the  meanwhile  keep  the  Spaniard  with  him 
upon  parole,  which  he  frankly  gave, — saying  that  as 
for  running  away,  he  had  nowhere  to  run  to ;  and  as 
for  joining  the  Irish,  he  had  no  mind  to  turn  pig; 
and   Amyas   found   him,   as    shall   be   hereafter   told, 
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pleasant  company  enough.     But  one  morning  Raleigh 
entered, — 

"  I  have  done  you  a  good  turn,  Leigh,  if  you  think 
it  one.  I  have  talked  St.  Leger  into  making  you  my 
lieutenant,  and  giving  you  the  custody  of  a  right  plea- 
sant hermitage — some  castle  Shackatory  or  other  in  the 
midst  of  a  big  bog,  where  time  will  run  swift  and 
smooth  with  you,  between  hunting  wild  Irish,  snaring 
snipes,  and  drinking  yourself  drunk  with  usquebaugh 
over  a  turf  fire." 

"  I'll  go,"  quoth  Amyas  ;  "  anything  for  work."  So 
he  went  and  took  possession  of  his  lieutenancy  and 
his  black  robber  tower,  and  there  passed  the  rest  of  the 
winter,  fighting  or  hunting  all  day,  and  chatting  and 
reading  all  the  evening  with  Senor  Don  Guzman,  who, 
like  a  good  soldier  of  fortune,  made  himself  thoroughly 
at  home,  and  a  general  favourite  with  the  soldiers. 

At  first,  indeed,  his  Spanish  pride  and  Bfcatelinees,  and 
Amyas's  English  taciturnity,  kept  the  two  apart  some- 
what ;  but  they  soon  began,  if  not  to  trust,  at  least  to 
like  each  other ;  and  Don  Guzman  told  Amyas,  bit  I 
bit,  who  he  was,  of  what  an  ancient  house,  and  of  what 
a  poor  one ;  and  laughed  over  the  very  small  chance  of 
his  ransom  being  raised,  and  the  certainty  that,  at  I 
it  could  not  come  for  a  couple  of  years,  seeing  that  the 
only  De  Soto  who  had  a  penny  to  spare  w;;s  a  fat  old 
dean  at  St.  Yago  de  Leon,  in  the  Caraeeas.  at  which 
place  Don  Guzman  "had  been  born.      This  of   com 
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led  to  much  talk  about  the  West  Indies,  and  the  Don 
was  as  much  interested  to  find  that  Amyas  had  been 
one  of  Drake's  world-famous  crew,  as  Amyas  was  to 
find  that  his  captive  was  the  grandson  of  none  other 
than  that  most  terrible  of  man-hunters,  Don  Ferdinando 
de  Soto,  the  conqueror  of  Florida,  of  whom  Amyas  had 
read  many  a  time  in  Las  Casas,  "  as  the  captain  of 
tyrants,  the  notoriousest  and  most  experimented  amongst 
them  that  have  done  the  most  hurts,  mischiefs,  and 
destructions  in  many  realms."  And  often  enough  his 
blood  boiled,  and  he  had  much  ado  to  recollect  that  the 
speaker  was  his  guest,  as  Don  Guzman  chatted  away 
about  his  grandfather's  hunts  of  innocent  women  and 
children,  murders  of  caciques,  and  burnings  alive  of 
guides,  " pour  encourager  les  autres"  without,  seemingly, 
the  least  feeling  that  the  victims  were  human  beings  or 
subjects  for  human  pity ;  anything,  in  short,  but  heathen 
dogs,  enemies  of  God,  servants  of  the  devil,  to  be  used 
by  the  Christian  when  he  needed,  and  when  not  needed 
killed  down  as  cumberers  of  the  ground.  But  Don  Guz- 
man was  a  most  finished  gentleman  nevertheless ;  and  told 
many  a  good  stoiy  of  the  Indies,  and  told  it  well ;  and 
over  and  above  his  stories,  he  had  among  his  baggage 
two  books, — the  one  Antonio  Galvano's  "  Discoveries  of 
the  World,"  a  mine  of  winter  evening  amusement  to 
Amyas ;  and  the  other,  a  manuscript  book,  which,  per- 
haps, it  had  been  well  for  Amyas  had  he  never  seen. 
For  it  was  none  other  than  a  sort  of  rough  journal  which 
Don  Guzman  had  kept  as  a  lad,  when  he  went  down 
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with  the  Adelantado  Gonzales  Ximenes  de  Casada, 
from  Pern  to  the  River  of  Amazons,  to  look  for  the 
golden  country  of  El  Dorado,  and  the  city  of  Manoa, 
which  stands  in  the  midst  of  the  White  Lake,  and 
equals  or  surpasses  in  glory  even  the  palace  of  the  Inca 
Huaynacapac ;  "all  the  vessels  of  whose  house  and 
kitchen  are  of  gold  and  silver,  and  in  his  wardrobe  statues 
of  gold  which  seemed  giants,  and  figures  in  proportion 
and  bigness  of  all  the  beasts,  birds,  trees  and  herbs  of 
the  earth,  and  the  fishes  of  the  water;  and  ropes, 
budgets,  chests  and  troughs  of  gold ;  yea,  and  a  garden 
of  pleasure  in  an  island  near  Puna,  where  they  went  to 
recreate  themselves  when  they  would  take  the  air  of  the 
sea,  which  had  all  kind  of  garden  herbs,  flowers,  and 
trees  of  gold  and  silver  of  an  invention  and  magnificence 
till  then  never  seen." 

Now  the  greater  part  of  this  treasure  (and  be  it  re- 
membered that  these  wonders  were  hardly  exaggerated, 
and  that  there  were  many  men  alive  then  who  had  be- 
held them,  as  they  had  worse  things,  "  with  their  corporal 
and  mortal  eyes")  was  hidden  by  the  Indians  when 
Pizarro  conquered  Peru  and  slew  Atalmallpa,  son  of 
Huaynacapac ;  at  whose  death,  it  was  said,  one  of  the 
Inca's  younger  brothers  fled  out  of  Peru,  and  taking 
with  him  a  great  army,  vanquished  all  that  tract  which 
lieth  between  the  great  Rivers  of  Amazons  and  Bartr 
quan,  otherwise  called  Maranon  and  Orenoque. 

There  he  sits  to  this  day.  beside  the  golden  lake,  in 
the  golden  city  which  is  in  breadth  a  three  days'  journey, 
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covered,  he  and  his  court,  with  gold  dust  from  head  to 
foot,  waiting  for  the  fulfilment  of  the  ancient  prophecy 
which  was  written  in  the  temple  of  Caxamarca,  where 
his  ancestors  worshipped  of  old;  that  heroes  shall 
come  out  of  the  West,  and  lead  him  back  across  the 
forests  to  the  kingdom  of  Peru,  and  restore  him  to 
the  glory  of  his  forefathers. 

Golden  phantom !  so  possible,  so  probable,  to  imagi- 
nations which  were  yet  reeling  before  the  actual  and 
veritable  prodigies  of  Peru,  Mexico,  and  the  East 
Indies.  Golden  phantom !  which  has  cost  already  the 
lives  of  thousands,  and  shall  yet  cost  more ;  from 
Diego  de  Ordas,  and  Juan  Corteso,  and  many  another, 
who  went  forth  on  the  quest  by  the  Andes,  and  by 
the  Orinoco,  and  by  the  xlmazons;  Antonio  Sedenno, 
with  his  ghastly  caravan  of  manacled  Indians,  "  on 
whose  dead  carcases  the  tigers  being  fleshed,  assaulted 
the  Spaniards;"  Augustine  Delgado,  who  "  came  to  a 
cacique,  who  entertained  him  with  all  kindness,  and 
gave  him  beside  much  gold  and  slaves,  three  nymphs 
very  beautiful,  which  bare  the  names  of  three  provinces, 
Guanba,  Gotoguane,  and  Maiarare.  To  requite  which 
manifold  courtesies,  he  carried  off,  not  only  all  the 
gold,  but  all  the  Indians  he  could  seize,  and  took 
them  in  irons  to  Cubagua,  and  sold  them  for  slaves ; 
after  which,  Delgado  was  shot  in  the  eye  by  an  Indian, 
of  which  hurt  he  died;"  Pedro  d'Orsua,  who  found 
the  cinnamon  forests  of  Loxas,  "  whom  his  men  mur- 
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dered,  and  afterwards  beheaded  Lady  Anes  liis  wife, 
who  forsook  not  her  lord  in  all  his  travels  unto  death ; " 
and  many  another,  who  has  vanished  with  valiant 
comrades  at  his  back  into  the  green  gulfs  of  the  pri- 
maeval forests,  never  to  emerge  again.  Golden  phantom  ! 
man-devouring,  whose  maw  is  never  satiate  with  souls 
of  heroes ;  fatal  to  Spain ;  more  fatal  still  to  England 
upon  that  shameful  day,  when  the  last  of  Elizabeth's 
heroes  shall  lay  down  his  head  upon  the  block,  nomi- 
nally for  having  believed  what  all  around  him  believed 
likewise  till  they  found  it  expedient  to  deny  it  in  order 
to  curry  favour  with  the  crowned  cur  who  betrayed 
him;  really  because  he  alone  dared  to  make  one  last 
protest  in  behalf  of  liberty  and  Protestantism  against 
the  incoming  night  of  tyranny  and  superstition.  Little 
thought  Amyas,  as  he  devoured  the  pages  of  that  manu- 
script, that  he  was  laying  a  snare  for  the  life  of  the  man 
whom,  next  to  Drake  and  Grenvile,  he  most  admired  on 
earth. 

But  Don  Guzman,  on  the  other  hand,  seemed  to  have 
an  instinct  that  that  book  might  be  a  fatal  gift  to  his 
captor;  for  one  day,  ere  Amyas  had  looked  into  it.  he 
began  questioning  the  Don  about  El  Dorado.  Whereon 
Don  Guzman  replied  with  one  of  those  smiles  of  his, 
which  (as  Amyas  said  afterwards)  was  so  abominably 
like  a  sneer,  that  he  had  often  hard  work  to  keep  his 
hands  off  the  man — 

"Ah!     You  have  been  eating  of  the  fruit  of  the  t. 
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of  knowledge,  Serior  ?  Well ;  if  you  have  any  ambition 
to  follow  many  another  brave  captain  to  the  pit,  I  know 
no  shorter  or  easier  path  than  is  contained  in  that  little 
book." 

"  I  have  never  opened  your  book,"  said  Amyas  ; 
"  your  private  manuscripts  are  no  concern  of  mine ;  but 
my  man  who  recovered  your  baggage  read  part  of  it, 
knowing  no  better ;  and  now  you  are  at  liberty  to  tell 
me  as  little  as  you  like." 

The  "  man,"  it  should  be  said,  was  none  other  than 
Salvation  Yeo,  who  had  attached  himself  by  this  time 
inseparably  to  Amyas,  in  quality  of  body-guard ;  and, 
as  was  common  enough  in  those  days,  had  turned 
soldier  for  the  nonce,  and  taken  under  his  patronage 
two  or  three  rusty  bases  (swivels)  and  falconets  (four- 
pounders),  which  grinned  harmlessly  enough  from  the 
tower  top  across  the  cheerful  expanse  of  bog. 

Amyas  once  asked  him,  how  he  reconciled  this  Irish 
sojourn  with  his  vow  to  find  his  little  maid  ?  Yeo  shook 
his  head. 

"I  can't  tell,  Sir;  but  there's  something  that  makes 
me  always  to  think  of  you  when  I  think  of  her ;  and 
that's  often  enough,  the  Lord  knows.  Whether  it  is 
that  I  ben't  to  find  the  dear  without  your  help;  or 
whether  it  is  your  pleasant  face  puts  me  in  mind  of 
hers  ;  or  what,  I  can't  tell ;  but  don't  you  part  me  from 
you,  Sir;  for  I'm  like  Kuth,  and  where  you  lodge  I 
lodge ;  and  where  you  go  I  go ;   and  where  you  die — 
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though  I  shall  die  many  a  year  first — there  I'll  die,  I 
hope  and  trust;  for  I  can't  abear  you  out  of  my  sight ; 
and  that's  the  truth  thereof." 

So  Yeo  remained  with  Amy  as,  while  Cary  went  else- 
where with  Sir  Warham  St.  Leger,  and  the  two  friends 
met  seldom  for  many  months ;  so  that  Amyas's  only 
companion  was  Don  Guzman,  who,  as  he  grew  more 
familiar,  and  more  careless  about  what  he  said  and  did 
in  his  captor's  presence,  often  puzzled  and  scandalized 
him  by  his  waywardness.  Fits  of  deep  melancholy 
alternated  with  bursts  of  Spanish  boastfolness,  utterly 
astonishing  to  the  modest  and  sober-minded  Englishman, 
who  would  often  have  fancied  him  inspired  by  usque- 
baugh, had  he  not  had  ocular  proof  of  his  extreme 
abstemiousness. 

''Miserable?"  said  he,  one  night  in  one  of  these  fi 
"And  have  I  not  a  right  to  be  miserable ? — Why 
should  I  not  curse  the  virgin  and  all  the  saints,  and 
die?  I  have  not  a  friend,  not  a  ducat  on  earth;  not 
even  a  sword — hell  and  the  furies!  It  was  my  all; 
the  only  bequest  I  ever  had  from  my  father,  and  I 
lived  by  it  and  earned  by  it.  Two  years  ago  I  had 
as  pretty  a  sum  of  gold  as  cavalier  could  wish — and 
now !   — 

"What  is  become  of  it,  then?     I  cannot  hear  that 
our  men  plundered  you  of  any." 

"Your  men?    No,  Serior!    "What  fifty  men  dared  not 
have  done,  one  woman  did !  a  painted,  patched,  fucused, 
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perriwigged,  bolstered,  Chaiybdis,  cannibal,  Megsera,  La- 
mia !  Why  did  I  ever  go  near  that  cursed  Naples,  the 
common  sewer  of  Europe  ?  whose  women,  I  believe,  would 
be  swallowed  up  by  Vesuvius  to-morrow,  if  it  were  not 
that  Belphegor  is  afraid  of  their  making  the  pit  itself  too 
hot  to  hold  him.  Well,  Sir,  she  had  all  of  mine  and 
more ;  and  when  all  was  gone  in  wine  and  dice,  wood- 
cocks' brains  and  ortolans'  tongues,  I  met  the  witch 
walking  with  another  man.  I  had  a  sword  and  a  dagger ; 
I  gave  him  the  first  (though  the  dog  fought  well  enough, 
to  give  him  his  due),  and  her  the  second;  left  them 
lying  across  each  other,  and  fled  for  my  life : — and  here 
I  am !  after  twenty  years  of  fighting,  from  the  Levant 
to  the  Orellana — for  I  began  ere  I  had  a  hair  on  my 
chin — and  this  is  the  end! — No,  it  is  not!  I'll  have 
that  El  Dorado  yet!  the  Adelantado  made  Berreo, 
when  he  gave  him  his  daughter,  swear  that  he  would 
hunt  for  it,  through  life  and  death. — We'll  see  who  finds 
it  first,  he  or  I.  He's  a  bungler ;  Orsua  was  a  bungler — 
Pooh !  Cortes  and  Pizarro  ?  we'll  see  whether  there  are 
not  as  good  Castilians  as  they  left  still.  I  can  do  it, 
Senor.  I  know  a  track,  a  plan ;  over  the  Llanos  is*  the 
road ;  and  I'll  be  Emperor  of  Manoa  yet — possess  the 
jewels  of  all  the  Incas ;  and  gold,  gold !  Pizarro  was  a 
beggar  to  what  I  will  be ! " 

"  Conceive,  Sir,"  he  broke  forth  during  another  of 
these  peacock  fits,  as  Amyas  and  he  were  riding  along 
the  hill-side ;   "  conceive !    with  forty  chosen   cavaliers 
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(what  need  of  more  ?)  I  present  myself  before  the  golden 
king,  trembling  amid  his  myriad  guards  at  the  new 
miracle  of  the  mailed  centaurs  of  the  West ;  and  without 
dismounting,  I  approach  his  throne,  lift  the  crucifix 
which  hangs  around  my  neck,  and  pressing  it  to  my 
lips,  present  it  for  the  adoration  of  the  idolator,  and  give 
him  his  alternative ;  that  which  Gayferos  and  the  Cid, 
my  ancestors,  offered  the  Soldan  and  the  Moor — baptism 
or  death !  He  hesitates  ;  perhaps  smiles  scornfully  upon 
my  little  band :  I  answer  him  by  deeds,  as  Don  Ferdi- 
nando,  my  illustrious  grandfather,  answered  Atahuallpa 
at  Peru,  in  sight  of  all  his  court  and  camp/' 

"  With  your  lance-point,  as  Gayferos  did  the  Soldan  ?* 
asked  Amyas,  amused. 

"  No,  Sir ;  persuasion  first,  for  the  salvation  of  a  soul 
is  at  stake.  Not  with  the  lance-point,  but  the  spur.  Sir. 
thus!"— 

And  striking  his  heels  into  his  horse's  flanks,  he 
darted  off  at  full  speed. 

"  The  Spanish  traitor !  "   shouted  Yeo.     M  II.  ing 

to  escape!     Shall  we  shoot,  Sir?     Shall  we  shoot?" 

"For  heaven's  sake,  no!"  said  Amyas.  lookii  ne- 

wliat  blank,  nevertheless,  for  he  much  doubted  whether 
the  whole  was  not  a  ruse  on  the  part  of  the  Spaniard, 
and  he  knew  how  impossible  it  was  fox  his  fifteen  stone 
of  flesh  to  give  chase  to  the  Spaniard's  twelve.  But 
he  was  soon  reassured ;  the  Spaniard  wheeled  round 
towards    him,    and   began    to    put   the   rough   haekn 
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through  all  the  paces  of  the  manege  with  a  grace  and 
skill  which  won  applause  from  the  beholders. 

"Thus!,:  he  shouted,  waving  his  hand  to  Amy  as, 
between  his  curvets  and  caracoles,  "  did  my  illustrious 
grandfather  exhibit  to  the  Paynim  emperor  the  prowess 
of  a  Castilian  cavalier  !  Thus  ! — and  thus ! — and  thus, 
at  last  he  dashed  up  to  his  very  feet,  as  I  to  yours,  and 
bespattering  that  unbaptized  visage  with  his  Christian 
bridle-foam,  pulled  up  his  charger  on  his  haunches, 
thus!"— 

And  (as  was  to  be  expected  from  a  blown  Irish  garron 
on  a  peaty  Irish  hill-side)  down  went  the  hapless  hackney 
on  his  tail,  away  went  his  heels  a  yard  in  front  of  him, 
and  ere  Don  Gruzman  could  "  avoid  his  selle,"  horse  and 
man  rolled  over  into  a  neighbouring  bog-hole. 

"After  pride  comes  a  fall,"  quoth  Yeo  with  unmoved 
visage  as  he  lugged  him  out. 

"  And  what  would  you  do  with  the  Emperor  at  last  ?" 
asked  Amyas  when  the  Don  had  been  scrubbed  some- 
what clean  with  a  bunch  of  rushes.  "  Kill  him,  as  your 
grandfather  did  Atahuallpa?" 

"  My  grandfather,"  answered  the  Spaniard  indig- 
nantly, "  was  one  of  those  who,  to  their  eternal  honour, 
protested  to  the  last  against  that  most  cruel  and  un- 
knightly  massacre.  He  could  be  terrible  to  the  heathen ; 
but  he  kept  his  plighted  word,  Sir,  and  taught  me  to 
keep  mine,  as  you  have  seen  to-day." 

"I  have,  Serior,"    said  Amyas.     "You  might  have 
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given  us  the  slip  easily  enough  just  now,  and  did  not. 
Pardon  me  if  I  have  offended  you." 

The  Spaniard  (who,  after  all,  was  cross  principally 
with  himself  and  the  "  unlucky  mare's  son,"  as  the  old 
romances  have  it,  which  had  played  him  so  scurvy  a 
trick)  was  all  smiles  again  forthwith ;  and  Amyas,  as 
they  chatted  on,  could  not  help  asking  him  next — 

"  I  wonder  why  you  are  so  frank  about  your  own 
intentions  to  an  enemy  like  me,  who  will  surely  forestal 
you  if  he  can."  t 

"  Sir,  a  Spaniard  needs  no  concealment,  and  fears  no 
rivalry.  He  is  the  soldier  of  the  cross,  and  in  it  he 
conquers,  like  Constantine  of  old.  Not  that  you  English 
are  not  very  heroes ;  but  you  have  not,  Sir,  and  you 
cannot  have,  who  have  forsworn  our  Lady  and  the  choir 
of  saints,  the  same  divine  protection,  the  same  celestial 
mission,  which  enables  the  Catholic  cavalier  single- 
handed  to  chase  a  thousand  Paynims." 

And  Don  Guzman  crossed  himself  devoutly,  and 
muttered  half-a-dozen  Ave  Marias  in  succession,  while 
Amyas  rode  silently  by  his  side,  utterly  puzzled  at  this 
strange  compound  of  shrewdness  with  fanaticism,  of 
perfect  high-breeding  with  a  boastfuluess  which  in  an 
Englishman  would  have  been  the  sure  mark  of  vulgarity. 

At  last  came  a  letter  from  Sir  Richard  Grenvile, 
complimenting  Amyas  on  his  success  and  promotion, 
bearing  a  long  and  courtly  message  to  Don  Guzman, 
(whom   Grenvile    had    known   when    he   was   in   the 
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'Mediterranean,  at  the  battle  of  Lepanto,)  and  offering 
to  receive  him  as  his  own  guest  at  Bideford,  till  his 
ransom  should  arrive ;  a  proposition  which  the  Spaniard 
(who  of  course  was  getting  sufficiently  tired  of  the  Irish 
bogs)  could  not  but  gladly  accept ;  and  one  of  Winter's 
ships,  returning  to  England  in  the  spring  of  1581,  de- 
livered duly  at  the  quay  of  Bideford  the  body  of  Don 
Guzman  Maria  Magdalena.  Raleigh,  after  forming  for 
that  summer  one  of  the  triumvirate  by  which  Munster 
was  governed  after  Ormond's  departure,  at  last  got  his 
wish,  and  departed  for  England  and  the  court;  and 
Amyas  was  left  alone  with  the  snipes  and  yellow 
mantles  for  two  more  weary  years. 


CHAPTER  II. 


HOW  THE   MAYOR   OF   BIDEFOIiD   BAITED   HIS   HOOK   WITH    HIS 

OWN   FLESH. 


"  And  therewith  he  blent,  and  cried  ha  ! 
As  though  he  had  been  stricken  to  the  harte." 

Palanum  and  Arcite. 

So  it  befel  to  Chaucer's  kniglit  in  prison ;  and  so  it 
befel  also  to  Don  Guzman ;  and  it  befel  on  this  wise. 

He  settled  down  quietly  enough  at  Bideford  on  his 
parole,  in  better  quarters  than  he  had  occupied  for  many 
a  day,  and  took  things  as  they  came,  like  a  true  soldier 
of  fortune  ;  till,  after  he  had  been  with  Grenvile  hardly 
a  month,  old  Salterne  the  Mayor  came  to  supper. 

Now  Don  Guzman,  however  much  he  might  be 
puzzled  at  first  at  our  strange  English  ways  of  asking 
burghers  and  such  low-bred  folk  to  eat  and  drink  above 
the  salt,  in  the  company  of  noble  persons,  was  quite 
gentleman  enough  to  know  that  Richard  Grenvile  was 
gentleman  enough  to  do  only  what  was  collect,  and 
according  to  the  customs  and  proprieties.  So  after 
shrugging  the  shoulders  of  his  Spirit,  he  submitted  to 
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eat  and  drink  at  the  same  board  with  a  tradesman  who 
sat  at  a  desk,  and  made  up  ledgers,  and  took  appren- 
tices ;  and  hearing  him  talk  with  Grenvile  neither  un- 
wisely  nor  in   a   vulgar   fashion,    actually  before   the 

ening  was  out,  condescended  to  exchange  words  with 
him  himself.  Whereon  he  found  him  a  very  prudent 
and  courteous  person,  quite  aware  of  the  Spaniard's 
superior  rank,  and  making  him  feel,  in  every  sentence, 
that  he  was  aware  thereof;  and  yet  holding  his  own 
opinion,  and  asserting  his  own  rights  as  a  wise  elder,  in 
a  fashion  which  the  Spaniard  had  only  seen  before 
among  the  merchant  princes  of  Genoa  and  Venice. 

At  the  end  of  supper,  Salteme  asked  Grenvile  t 
do  his  humble  roof  the  honour,  &c.  &c,  of  supping 
with  him  the  next  evening;  and  then  turning  to  the 
Don,  said  quite  frankly,  that  he  knew  how  great  a  con- 
descension it  would  be  on  the  part  of  a  nobleman  of 
Spain  to  sit  at  the  board  of  a  simple  merchant :  but 
that  if  the  Spaniard  deigned  to  do  him  such  a  favour, 
he  would  find  that  the  cheer  was  fit  enough  for  any  rank, 
whatsoever  the  company  might  be ;  which  invitation 
Don  Guzman,  being  on  the  whole  glad  enough  of  any- 
thing to  amuse  him,  graciously  condescended  to  accept, 
and  gained  thereby  an  excellent  supper,  and,  if  he  had 
chosen  to  drink  it,  much  good  wine. 

Now  Mr.  Salterne  was,  of  course,  as  a  wise  merchant, 
as  ready  as  any  man  for  an  adventure  to  foreign  par 
as  was  afterwards  proved  by  his  great  exertions  in  the 
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settlement  of  Virginia ;  and  he  was,  therefore,  equally 
ready  to  rack  the  brains  of  any  guest  whom  he  suspected 
of  knowing  anything  concerning  strange  lands ;  and 
he  thought  no  shame,  first  to  try  to  loose  his  guest's 
tongue  by  much  good  sack,  and  next  to  ask  him  prudent 
and  well-concocted  questions  concerning  the  Spanish 
main,  Peru,  the  Moluccas,  China,  the  Indies,  and  all 
parts. 

The  first  of  which  schemes  failed  ;  for  the  Spaniard 
was  as  abstemious  as  any  monk,  and  drank  little  but 
water;  the  second  succeeded  not  over  well,  for  the 
Spaniard  was  as  cunning  as  any  fox,  and  answered 
little  but  wind. 

In  the  midst  of  which  tongue-fence  in  came  the  Rose 
of  Torridge,  looking  as  beautiful  as  usual ;  and  hearing 
what  they  were  upon,  added,  artlessly  enough,  her 
questions  to  her  father's  ;  to  her  Don  Guzman  could  not 
but  answer ;  and  without  revealing  any  very  important 
commercial  secrets,  gave  his  host  and  his  host's  daughter 
a  very  amusing  evening. 

Now  little  Eros,  though  spirits  like  Frank  Leigh's 
may  choose  to  call  him  (as,  perhaps,  he  really  is 
them)  the  eldest  of  the  gods,  and  the  son  of  Jove  and 
Venus,  yet  is  reported  by  other  equally  good  authority  I, 
as  Burton  has  set  forth  in  his  "Anatomy  of  Melancholy," 
to  be  after  all  only  the  child  of  idleness  and  fulneafl 
bread.  To  which  scandalous  calumny  the  thoughts  of 
Don  Guzman's  heart  gave  at  least  a  certain  colour ;  for 
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he  being  idle,  (as  captives  needs  must  be,)  and  also  full 
of  bread,  (for  Sir  Kichard  kept  a  very  good  table,)  had 
already  looked  round  for  mere  amusement's  sake  after 
some  one  with  whom  to  fall  in  love.  Lady  Grenvile,  as 
nearest,  was,  I  blush  to  say,  thought  of  first :  but  the 
Spaniard  was  a  man  of  honour,  and  Sir  Richard  his 
host ;  so  he  put  away  from  his  mind  (with  a  self-denial 
on  which  he  plumed  himself  much)  the  pleasure  of  a 
chase  equally  exciting  to  his  pride  and  his  love  of 
danger.  As  for  the  sinfulness  of  the  said  chase,  he  of 
course  thought  no  more  of  that  than  other  southern  Euro- 
peans did  then,  or  than  (I  blush  again  to  have  to  say  it) 
the  English  did  afterwards  in  the  days  of  the  Stuarts. 
Nevertheless,  he  had  put  Lady  Grenvile  out  of  his 
mind ;  and  so  left  room  to  take  Rose  Salterne  into  it,  not 
with  any  distinct  purpose  of  wronging  her :  but,  as  I  said 
before,  half  to  amuse  himself,  and  half,  too,  because  he 
could  not  help  it.  For  there  was  an  innocent  freshness 
about  the  Rose  of  Torridge,  fond  as  she  was  of  being 
admired,  which  was  new  to  him  and  most  attractive. 
"  The  train  of  the  peacock,"  as  he  said  to  himself,  "  and 
yet  the  heart  of  the  dove,"  made  so  charming  a  combi- 
nation, that  if  he  could  have  persuaded  her  to  love  no 
one  but  him,  perhaps  he  might  become  fool  enough  to 
love  no  one  but  her.  And  at  that  thought  he  was  seized 
with  a  very  panic  of  prudence,  and  resolved  to  keep  out 
of  her  way ;  and  yet  the  days  ran  slowly,  and  Lady 
Grenvile  when  at  home  was  stupid  enough  to  talk  and 
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think  about  nothing  but  her  husband :  and  when  she 
went  to  Stow,  and  left  the  Don  alone  in  one  corner  of 
the  great  house  at  Bideford,  what  could  he  do  but 
lounge  down  to  the  butt-gardens  to  show  off  his  fine 
black  cloak  and  fine  black  feather,  see  the  shooting, 
have  a  game  or  two  of  rackets  with  the  youngsters, 
a  game  or  two  of  bowls  with  the  elders,  and  get  himself 
invited  home  to  supper  by  Mr.  Salterne  ? 

And  there,  of  course,  he  had  it  all  his  own  way,  and 
ruled  the  roast  (which  he  was  fond  enough  of  doing) 
right  royally,  not  only  on  account  of  his  rank,  but 
because  he  had  something  to  say  worth  hearing,  as  a 
travelled  man.  For  those  times  were  the  day-dawn  of 
English  commerce  ;  and  not  a  merchant  in  Bideford,  or 
in  all  England,  but  had  his  imagination  all  on  fire  with 
projects  of  discoveries,  companies,  privileges,  patents,  and 
settlements  ;  with  gallant  rivalry  of  the  brave  adventures 
of  Sir  Edward  Osborne  and  his  new  London  Compai 
of  Turkey  Merchants ;  with  the  privileges  just  granted 
by  the  Sultan  Murad  Khan  to  the  English ;  with  the 
worthy  Levant  voyages  of  Roger  Bodenham  in  the  great 
bark  Aucher,  and  of  John  Fox,  and  Lawrence  Aldersev. 
and  .John  Rule  ;  and  with  hopes  from  the  vast  door  for 
Mediterranean  trade,  which  the  crushing  of  the  \  enetian 
power  at  Famagueta  in  Cyprus,  and  the  alliance  made 
between  Klizabeth  and  the  Grand  Turk,  had  just  thrown 
open.  So  not  a  word  could  fall  from  the  Spaniard 
about  the  Mediterranean  but  took  root  at  once  in  right 


WITH   HIS  OWN  FLESH.  63 

fertile  soil.     Besides,  Master  Edmund  Hogan  had  been 
on  a  successful  embassy  to  the  Emperor  of  Morocco  ; 
John  Hawkins  and  George  Fenner  had  been  to  Guinea, 
(and  with  the  latter  Mr.  Walter  Wren,  a  Bideford  man,) 
and   had  traded  there  for  musk  and  civet,  gold  and 
grains ;  and  African  news  was  becoming  almost  as  valu- 
able as  West  Indian.    Moreover,  but  two  months  before 
had   gone   from   London   Captain   Hare   in    the   bark 
Minion,  for  Brazil,  and  a  company  of  adventurers  with 
him,  with  Sheffield   hardware,    and  "  Devonshire  and 
northern  kersies,"  hollands  and  "  Manchester  cottons," 
for  there  was  a  great  opening  for  English  goods  by  the 
help  of  one  John  Whithall,  who  had  married  a  Spanish 
heiress,   and   had   an   ingenio   and   slaves    in   Santos. 
(Don't   smile,   reader,    or   despise   the    day    of    small 
things,  and  those  who  sowed  the  seed  whereof  you  reap 
the   mighty  harvest.)     In  the  meanwhile,  Drake  had 
proved   not  merely  the  possibility  of  plundering   the 
American  coasts,   but  of  establishing  an  East  Indian 
trade;  Frobisher  and  Davis,  worthy  forefathers  of  our 
Parrys  and  Franklins,  had  begun  to  bore  their  way 
upward  through  the  northern  ice,  in  search  of  a  passage 
to  China  which  should  avoid  the  dangers  of  the  Spanish 
seas  ;  and  Anthony  Jenkinson,  not  the  least  of  English 
travellers,   had,   in  six-and-twenty   years   of  travel  in 
behalf    of   the   Muscovite   Company,    penetrated    into 
not  merely  Russia   and   the   Levant,  but   Persia  and 
Armenia,  Bokhara,  Tartary,  Siberia,  and  those  waste 
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Arctic  shores  where,  thirty  years  before,  the  brave  Sir 
Hugh  Willoughby, 

"  In  Arzina  caught, 
Perished  with  all  his  crew." 

Everywhere  English  commerce,  under  the  genial  sun- 
shine of  Elizabeth's  wise  rule,  was  spreading  and  taking 
root ;  and  as  Don  Guzman  talked  with  his  new  friends, 
he  soon  saw,   (for  he  was  shrewd  enough,)   that  they 
belonged  to  a  race  which  must  be  exterminated  if  Spain 
intended  to  become  (as  she  did  intend)  the  mistress  of 
the  world ;  and  that  it  was  not  enough  for  Spain  to 
have  seized  in  the  Pope's  name  the  whole  new  world, 
and  claimed  the  exclusive   right   to   sail   the  seas   of 
America ;  not  enough  to  have  crushed  the  Hollanders  ; 
not  enough  to  have  degraded  the  Venetians  into  her 
bankers,   and  the  Genoese  into   her  mercenaries;    not 
enough  to  have  incorporated  into  herself,  with  the  king- 
dom of  Portugal,  the  whole  East  Indian  trade  of  Por- 
tugal, while  these  fierce  islanders  remained  to  assert, 
with  cunning  policy  and  texts  of  Scripture,  and,  if  they 
failed,  with  sharp  shot  and  cold  steel,  free  seas  and  free 
trade  for  all  the  nations  upon  earth.     He  saw  it,  and 
his  countrymen  saw  it  too :  and  therefore  the  Spanish 
Armada  came :  but  of  that  hereafter.   And  Don  Guzman 
knew  also,  by  hard  experience,  that  these  same  islanders, 
who   sat   in    Salternc's   parlour   talking   broad   Devon 
through  their  noses,  were  no  mere  counters  of  money 
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and  hucksters  of  goods :  but  men  who,  though  they 
thoroughly  hated  fighting,  and  loved  making  money 
instead,  could  fight,  upon  occasion,  after  a  very  dogged 
and  terrible  fashion,  as  well  as  the  bluest  blood  in  Spain ; 
and  who  sent  out  their  merchant  ships  armed  up  to  the 
teeth,  and  filled  with  men  who  had  been  trained  from 
childhood  to  use  those  arms,  and  had  orders  to  use  them 
without  mercy  if  either  Spaniard,  Portugal,  or  other 
created  being  dared  to  stop  their  money-making.  And 
one  evening  he  waxed  quite  mad,  when,  after  having 
civilly  enough  hinted  that  if  Englishmen  came  where 
they  had  no  right  to  come,  they  might  find  themselves 
sent  back  again,  he  was  answered  by  a  volley  of — 

"  We'll  see  that,  Sir." 

"  Depends  on  who  says  •  No  right.' ,J 

"  You  found  might  right,"  said  another,  "  when  you 
claimed  the  Indian  seas ;  we  may  find  right  might  when 
we  try  them." 

"  Try  them,  then,  gentlemen,  by  all  means,  if  it  shall 
so  please  your  worships ;  and  find  the  sacred  flag  of 
Spain  as  invincible  as  ever  was  the  Roman  eagle." 

"We  have,  Sir.  Did  you  ever  hear  of  Francis 
Drake  ?  " 

"Or  of  George  Fenner  and  the  Portugals  at  the 
Azores,  one  against  seven "?  " 

"  Or  of  John  Hawkins,  at  St.  Juan  d'Ulloa?" 

"  You  are  insolent  burghers,"  said  Don  Guzman,  and 
rose  to  go. 

VOL.  II.  F 
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"  Bit"  said  old  Salterne,  "  as  you  say,  we  are 
burghers  and  plain  men,  and  some  of  us  have  forgotten 
ourselves  a  little,  perhaps ;  we  must  beg  you  to  forgive 
our  want  of  manners,  and  to  put  it  down  to  the  strength 
of  my  wine ;  for  insolent  we  never  meant  to  be,  espe- 
eially  to  a  noble  gentleman  and  a  foreigner." 

But  the  Don  would  not  be  pacified ;  and  walked  out, 
calling  himself  an  ass  and  a  blinkard  for  having  de- 
meaned himself  to  such  a  company,  forgetting  that  he 
had  brought  it  on  himself. 

Salterne  (prompted  by  the  great  devil  Mamnion) 
came  up  to  him  next  day,  and  begged  pardon  again ; 
promising,  moreover,  that  none  of  those  who  had  been 
so  rude  should  be  henceforth  asked  to  meet  him,  if 
he  would  deign  to  honour  his  house  once  more.  And 
the  Don  actually  was  appeased,  and  went  there  the  very 
next  evening,  sneering  at  himself  the  whole  time  for 
going. 

"  Fool  that  I  am !  that  girl  has  bewitched  me, 
I  believe.  Go  I  must,  and  eat  my  share  of  dirt,  for 
her  sake." 

So  he  went ;  and,  cunningly  enough,  hinted  to  old 
Salternc  that  he  had  taken  such  a  fancy  to  him,  and  felt 
so  bound  by  his  courtesy  and  hospitality,  that  he  might 
not  object  to  tell  him  things  which  he  would  net  men- 
tion to  everyone  ;  for  that  the  Spaniards  were  not  jealous 
of  single  traders,  but  of  any  general  attempt  to  deprive 
them  of  their  hard-earned  wealth  :  that,  however,  in  the 
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meanwhile,  there  were  plenty  of  opportunities  for  one 
man  here  and  there  to  enrich  himself,  &c. 

Old  Salterne,  shrewd  as  he  was,  had  his  weak  point, 
and  the  Spaniard  had  touched  it ;  and  delighted  at  this 
opportunity  of  learning  the  mysteries  of  the  Spanish 
monopoly,  he  often  actually  set  Rose  on  to  draw  out  the 
Don,  without  a  fear  (so  blind  does  money  make  men) 
lest  she  might  be  herself  drawn  in.  For,  first,  he  held 
it  as  impossible  that  she  would  think  of  marrying  a 
Popish  Spaniard  as  of  marrying  the  man  in  the  moon ; 
and,  next,  as  impossible  that  he  would  think  of  marry- 
ing a  burgher's  daughter  as  of  marrying  a  negress ;  and 
trusted  that  the  religion  of  the  one,  and  the  family  pride 
of  the  other,  would  keep  them  as  separate  as  beings  of 
two  different  species.  And  as  for  love  without  marriage, 
if  such  a  possibility  ever  crossed  him,  the  thought  was 
rendered  absurd ;  on  Hose's  part  by  her  virtue,  on  which 
the  old  man  (and  rightly)  would  have  staked  every 
farthing  he  had  on  earth ;  and  on  the  Don's  part,  by  a 
certain  human  fondness  for  the  continuity  of  the  carotid 
artery  and  the  parts  adjoining,  for  which  (and  that  not 
altogether  justly,  seeing  that  Don  Guzman  cared  as  little 
for  his  own  life  as  he  did  for  his  neighbour's)  Mr.  Sal- 
terne gave  him  credit.  And  so  it  came  to  pass,  that  for 
weeks  and  months,  the  merchant's  house  was  the  Don's 
favourite  haunt,  and  he  saw  the  Rose  of  Torridge  daily, 
and  the  Rose  of  Torridge  heard  him. 

And  as  for  her,  poor  child,  she  had  never  seen  such 
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a  man.  He  had,  or  seemed  to  have,  all  the  high-bred 
grace  of  Frank,  and  yet  he  was  cast  in  a  manlier 
mould ;  he  had  just  enough  of  his  nation's  proud  self- 
assertion  to  make  a  woman  bow  before  him  as  before 
a  superior,  and  yet  tact  enough  to  let  it  very  seldom  de- 
generate into  that  boastfulness  of  which  the  Spaniards 
were  then  so  often  and  so  justly  accused.  He  had 
marvels  to  tell  by  flood  and  field  as  many  and  more 
than  Amyas ;  and  he  told  them  with  a  grace  and  an 
eloquence  of  which  modest,  simple,  old  Amyas  possessed 
nothing.  Besides,  he  was  on  the  spot,  and  the  Leighs 
were  not,  nor  indeed  were  any  of  her  old  lovers ;  and 
what  could  she  do  but  amuse  herself  with  the  only 
person  who  came  to  hand  ? 

So  thought,  in  time,  more  ladies  than  she;  for  the 
county,  the  north  of  it  at  least,  was  all  but  bare  just  then 
of  young  gallants,  what  with  the  Xetherland  wars  and 
the  Irish  wars ;  and  the  Spaniard  became  soon  welcome 
at  every  house  for  many  a  mile  round,  and  made  use  of 
his  welcome  so  freely,  and  received  so  much  unwonted 
attention  from  fair  young  dames,  that  his  head  might 
have  been  a  little  turned,  and  Rose  Salterne  have 
thereby  escaped,  had  not  Sir  Richard  delicately  given 
him  to  understand,  that  in  spite  of  the  free  and  easy 
manners  of  English  ladies,  brothers  were  just  as  jealoi 
and  ladies'  honours  at  least  as  inexpugnable,  as  in  the 
land  of  demureness  and  Duennas.  Don  Guzman  took 
the  hint  well  enough,  and  kept  on  as  good  terms  with 
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the  country  gentlemen  as  with  their  daughters ;  and  to 
tell  the  truth,  the  cunning  soldier  of  fortune  found  his 
account  in  being  intimate  with  all  the  ladies  he  could, 
in  order  to  prevent  old  Salterne  from  fancying  that  he 
had  any  peculiar  predilection  for  Mistress  Hose. 

Nevertheless,  Mr.  Salterne's  parlour,  being  nearest  to 
him,  still  remained  his  most  common  haunt ;  where? 
while  he  discoursed  for  hours  about, 

"  Antres  vast  and  deserts  idle, 
And  of  the  cannibals  that  each  other  eat, 
Of  Anthropophagi,  and  men  whose  heads 
Do  grow  beneath  their  shoulders," 

to  the  boundless  satisfaction  of  poor  Rose's  fancy,  he 
took  care  to  season  his  discourse  with  scraps  of  mer- 
cantile information,  which  kept  the  old  merchant  always 
expectant  and  hankering  for  more,  and  made  it  worth 
his  while  to  ask  the  Spaniard  in  again  and  again. 

And  his  stories,  certainly,  were  worth  hearing.  He 
seemed  to  have  been  everywhere,  and  to  have  seen 
everything:  born  in  Peru,  and  sent  home  to  Spain  at 
ten  years  ;old ;  brought  up  in  Italy ;  a  soldier  in  the 
Levant ;  an  adventurer  to  the  East  Indies ;  again  in 
America,  first  in  the  islands,  and  then  in  Mexico.  Then 
back  again  to  Spain,  and  thence  to  Rome,  and  thence  to 
Ireland.  Shipwrecked;  captive  among  savages;  looking 
down  the  craters  of  volcanoes;  hanging  about  all  the 
courts  of  Europe ;  fighting  Turks,  Indians,  lions,  ele- 
phants, alligators,  and  what  not?  at  five-and-thirty  he 
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had  seen  enough  for  three  lives,  and  knew  how  to  make 
the  "best  of  what  he  had  seen. 

He  had  shared,  as  a  lad,  in  the  horrors  of  the  memo- 
rable siege  of  Famagusta,  and  had  escaped,  he  hardly 
knew  himself  how,  from  the  hands  of  the  victorious 
Turks,  and  from  the  certainty  (if  he  escaped  being  flayed 
alive  or  impaled,  as  most  of  the  captive  officers  were)  of 
ending  his  life  as  a  Janissary  at  the  Sultan's  court.  He 
had  been  at  the  Battle  of  the  Three  Kings ;  had  seen 
Stukely  borne  down  by  a  hundred  lances,  unconquered 
even  in  death  ;  and  had  held  upon  his  knee  the  head  of 
the  dying  king  of  Portugal. 

And  now,  as  he  said  to  Rose  one  evening,  what  had 
he  left  on  earth,  but  a  heart  trampled  as  hard  as  the 
pavement  ?  Whom  had  he  to  love?  Who  loved  him ? 
He  had  nothing  for  which  to  live  but  fame :  and  even 
that  was  denied  to  him,  a  prisoner  in  a  foreign  land. 

"Had  he  no  kindred,  then?"  asked  pitying  Rosr. 

"  My  two  sisters  are  in  a  convent ; — they  had  neither 
money  nor  beauty;  so  they  are  dead  to  me.  My  brother 
is  a  Jesuit,  so  he  is  dead  to  me.  My  father  fell  by  the 
hands  of  Indians  in  Mexico  ;  my  mother,  a  pennil 
widow,  is  companion,  duenna — whatsoever  they  may 
choose  to  call  it — carrying  fans  and  lap-dogs  for  some 
princess  or  other  there  in  Seville,  of  no  better  blood 
than  herself;  and  I — devil!  I  have  lost  even  my  sword 
— and  so  fares  the  house  of  De  Soto." 

Don  Guzman,  of  course,  intended  to  be  pitied,  and 
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pitied  he  was  accordingly.  And  then  he  would  turn  the 
conversation,  and  begin  telling  Italian  stories,  after  the 
Italian  fashion,  according  to  his  auditory ;  the  pathetic 
ones  when  Rose  was  present,  the  racy  ones  when  she 
was  absent ;  so  that  Eose  had  wept  over  the  sorrows  of 
Juliet  and  Desdemona,  and  over  many  another  moving 
tale,  long  before  they  were  ever  enacted  on  an  English 
stage,  and  the  ribs  of  the  Bideford  worthies  had  shaken 
to  many  a  jest  which  Cinthio  and  Bandello's  ghosts 
must  come  and  make  for  themselves  over  again  if  they 
wish  them  to  be  remembered,  for  I  shall  lend  them  no 
shove  toward  immortality. 

And  so  on,  and  so  on.  What  need  of  more  words  ? 
Before  a  year  was  out,  Hose  Salterne  was  far  more  in 
love  with  Don  Guzman  than  he  with  her;  and  both  sus- 
pected each  other's  mind,  though  neither  hinted  at  the 
truth;  she  from  fear,  and  he,  to  tell  the  truth,  from  sheer 
Spanish  pride  of  blood.  For  he  soon  began  to  find  out 
that  he  must  compromise  that  blood  by  marrying  the 
heretic  burgher's  daughter,  or  all  his  labour  would  be 
thrown  away. 

He  had  seen  with  much  astonishment,  and  then  prac- 
tised with  much  pleasure,  that  graceful  old  English 
fashion  of  saluting  every  lady  on  the  cheek  at  meeting, 
which  (like  the  old  Dutch  fashion  of  asking  young 
ladies  out  to  feasts  without  their  mothers)  used  to  give 
sucli  cause  of  brutal  calumny  and  scandal  to  the  coarse 
minds  of  Romish  visitors  from  the  Continent;  and  he 
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had  seen,  too,  fuming  with  jealous  rage,  more  than  one 
Bideford  burgher,  redolent  of  onions,  profane-  in  that 
way  the  velvet  cheek  of  Rose  Salterne. 

So,  one  day,  he  offered  his  salute  in  like  wise ;  but  he 
did  it  when  she  was  alone ;  for  something  within  (per- 
haps a  guilty  conscience)  whispered  that  it  might  be 
hardly  politic  to  make  the  proffer  in  her  father's  pre- 
sence :  however,  to  his  astonishment,  he  received  a 
prompt  though  quiet  rebuff. 

"  No,  Sir  ;  you  should  know  that  my  cheek  is  not  for 

you." 

"  Why,"  said  he,  stifling  his  anger,  "  it  seems  free 
enough  to  every  counter-jumper  in  the  town  I" 

Was  it  love,  or  simple  innocence,  which  made  her 
answer  apologetically  ? 

"  True,  Don  Guzman  ;  but  they  are  my  equals." 

"  And  I  ?" 

"You  are  a  nobleman,  Sir;  and  should  recollect  that 
you  are  one." 

"Well,"  said  he,  forcing  a  sneer,  "it  is  a  strange 
taste  to  prefer  the  shopkeeper!" 

"  Prefer?"  said  she,  forcing  a  laugh  in  her  turn  ;  "  it 
is  a  mere  form  among  us.  They  are  nothing  to  me. 
I  can  tell  you." 

"  And  I,  then,  less  than  nothing?" 

Rose  turned  very  red;  but  she  had  nerve  to  answer — 

"  And  why  should  you  be  anything  to  me  ?  You 
have   condescended    too   much,   Sir,  already  to   us,  in 
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giving  us  many  a — many  a  pleasant  evening.  Yon 
must  condescend  no  further.  You  wrong  yourself,  Sir, 
and  me  too.  No,  Sir;  not  a  step  nearer! — I  will  not! 
A  salute  between  equals  means  nothing :  but  between 
you  and  me — I  vow,  Sir,  if  you  do  not  leave  me  this 
moment,  I  will  complain  to  my  father." 

"  Do  so,  Madam !  I  care  as  little  for  your  father's 
anger,  as  you  for  my  misery." 

"  Cruel!"  cried  Eose,  trembling  from  head  to  foot. 

"  I  love  you,  Madam  !"  cried  he,  throwing  himself  at 
her  feet.  "  I  adore  you !  Never  mention  differences  of 
rank  to  me  more ;  for  I  have  forgotten  them ;  forgotten 
all  but  love,  all  but  you,  Madam !  My  light,  my  lodestar, 
my  princess,  my  goddess  !  You  see  where  my  pride  is 
gone ;  remember  I  plead  as  a  suppliant,  a  beggar — 
though  one  who  may  be  one  day  a  prince,  a  king !  ay, 
and  a  prince  now,  a  very  Lucifer  of  pride  to  all  except  to 
you ;  to  you  a  wretch  who  grovels  at  your  feet,  and  cries, 
'  Have  mercy  on  me,  on  my  loneliness,  my  homelessness, 
my  friendlessness.'  Ah,  Eose  (Madam  I  should  have 
said,  forgive  the  madness  of  my  passion),  you  know  not 
the  heart  which  you  break.  Cold  Northerns,  you  little 
dream  how  a  Spaniard  can  love.  Love?  Worship, 
rather ;  as  I  worship  you,  Madam ;  as  I  bless  the  capti- 
vity which  brought  me  the  sight  of  you,  and  the  ruin 
which  first  made  me  rich.  Is  it  possible,  Saints  and 
Virgin !  do  my  own  tears  deceive  my  eyes,  or  are  there 
tears,  too,  in  those  radiant  orbs?  " 
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"Go,  Sir!"  cried  poor  Rose,  recovering  herself  sud- 
denly; "and  let  me  never  see  you  more."  And,  M  a 
last  chance  for  life,  she  darted  out  of  the  room. 

"  Your  slave  obeys  you,  Madam,  and  kisses  your 
hands  and  feet  for  ever  and  a  day,"  said  the  cunning 
Spaniard,  and  drawing  himself  up,  walked  serenely  out 
of  the  house ;  while  she,  poor  fool,  peeped  after  him  out 
of  her  window  up-stairs,  and  her  heart  sank  within  her 
as  she  watched  his  jaunty  and  careless  air. 

How  much  of  that  rhapsody  of  his  was  honest,  how 
much  premeditated,  I  cannot  tell ;  though  she,  poor 
child,  began  to  fancy  that  it  was  all  a  set  speech,  when 
she  found  that  he  had  really  taken  her  at  her  word,  and 
set  foot  no  more  within  her  father's  house.  So  she  re- 
proached herself  for  the  crudest  of  women  ;  settled,  that 
if  he  died,  she  should  be  his  murderess ;  watched  for 
him  to  pass  at  the  window,  in  hopes  that  he  might  look 
up,  and  then  hid  herself  in  terror  the  moment  he  ap- 
peared round  the  corner;  and  so  forth,  and  so  forth  : — 
one  love-making  is  very  like  another,  and  lias  been  - 
I  suppose,  since  that  first  blessed  marriage  in  Paradifl 
when  Adam  and  Eve  made  no  love  at  all,  but  (band  it 
ready-made  for  them  from  heaven ;  and  really  it  is 
fiddling  while  Rome  is  burning,  to  spend  more  pag 
over  the  sorrows  of  poor  little  Rose  Salterne.  while  the 
destinies  of  Europe  are  hanging  on  the  marriage  be- 
tween Elizabeth  and  Anjou  ;  and  Sir  Humphrey  Gilbert 
is  stirring  heaven  and  earth,  and  Devonshire,  of  conn 


WITH   HIS  OWN   FLESH.  75 

as  the  most  important  portion  of  the  said  earth,  to  carry 
out  his  dormant  patent,  which  will  give  to  England  in 
due  time  (we  are  not  jesting  now)  Newfoundland,  Nova 
Scotia,  and  Canada,  and  the  Northern  States ;  and  to 
Humphrey  Gilbert  himself  something  "better  than  a  new 
world,  namely  another  World,  and  a  crown  of  glory 
therein  which  never  fades  away. 


CHAPTEE  III. 

HOW  EUSTACE  LEIGH   MET  THE  POPE'S  LEGATE. 

"  Misguided,  rash,  intruding  fool,  farewell  ! 
Thou  see'st  to  be  too  busy  is  some  danger." 

Hamlet. 

It  is  the  spring  of  1582-3.  The  grey  March  skies  are 
curdling  hard  and  high  above  black  mountain  peaks. 
The  keen  March  wind  is  sweeping  harsh  and  dry  acr< 
a  dreary  sheet  of  bog,  still  red  and  yellow  with  the 
stains  of  winter  frost.  One  brown  knoll  alone  breaks 
the  waste,  and  on  it  a  few  leafless  wind-dipt  oaks 
stretch  their  moss-grown  arms,  like  giant  hairy  spiders, 
above  a  desolate  pool  winch  crisps  and  shivers  in  the 
bitinc;  breeze,  while  from  beside  its  brink  rises  a  mourn- 
ful  cry,  and  sweeps  down,  faint  and  fitful,  amid  the 
howling  of  the  wind. 

Along  the  brink  of  the  bog,  picking  their  road  among 
crumbling  rocks  and  green  spongy  springs,  a  company 
of  English  soldiers  arc  pushing  fast,  clad  cap-a-pie  in 
helmet  and  quilted  jerkin,  with  arquebus  on  shoulder, 
and  pikes  trailing  behind  them  ;  Stern  steadfast  men, 
who,  two  years  since,  were  working  the  guns  at  Smer- 
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wick  fort,  and  have  since  then  seen  many  a  bloody  fray, 
and  shall  see  more  before  they  die.  Two  captains  ride 
before  them  on  shaggy  ponies,  the  taller  in  armour, 
stained  and  rusted  with  many  a  storm  and  fray,  the 
other  in  brilliant  inlaid  cuirass  and  helmet,  gaudy  sash 
and  plume,  and  sword  hilt  glittering  with  gold,  a  quaint 
contrast  enough  to  the  meagre  garron  which  carries  him 
and  his  finery.  Beside  them,  secured  by  a  cord  which 
a  pikeman  has  fastened  to  his  own  wrist,  trots  a  bare- 
legged Irish  kerne,  whose  only  clothing  is  his  ragged 
yellow  mantle,  and  the  unkempt  "  glib  "  of  hair,  through 
which  his  eyes  peer  out,  right  and  left,  in  mingled  fear 
and  sullenness.  He  is  the  guide  of  the  company,  in 
their  hunt  after  the  rebel  Baltinglas ;  and  woe  to  him  if 
he  play  them  false. 

"  A  pleasant  country,  truly,  Captain  Ealeigh,"  says 
the  dingy  officer  to  the  gay  one.  "  I  wonder  how,  having 
once  escaped  from  it  to  Whitehall,  you  have  the  courage 
to  come  back  and  spoil  that  gay  suit  with  bog-water  and 
mud." 

"  A  very  pleasant  country,  my  friend  Amy  as  ;  what 
you  say  in  jest,  I  say  in  earnest." 
.  "  Hillo  !  Our  tastes  have  changed  places.  I  am  sick 
of  it  already,  as  you  foretold.  Would  heaven  that  I 
could  hear  of  some  adventure  westward  ho !  and  find 
these  big  bones  swinging  in  a  hammock  once  more. 
Pray  what  has  made  you  so  suddenly  in  love  witli  bog 
and  rock,  that  you  come  back  to  tramp  them  with  us  ? 
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I  thought  you  had  spied  out  the  nakedness  of  the  land 
long  ago." 

"Bog  and  rock?  Nakedness  of  the  land?  "What  is 
needed  here  but  prudence  and  skill,  justice  and  law? 
This  soil,  see,  is  fat  enough,  if  men  were  here  to  till  it. 
These  rocks — who  knows  what  minerals  they  may  hold  ? 
I  hear  of  gold  and  jewels  found  already  in  divers  parts  ; 
and  Daniel,  my  brother  Humphrey's  German  assayer, 
assures  me  that  these  rocks  are  of  the  very  same  kind  as 
those  which  yield  the  silver  in  Peru.  Tut,  man !  if  her 
gracious  Majesty  would  but  bestow  on  me  some  few 
square  miles  of  this  same  wilderness,  in  seven  years' 
time  I  would  make  it  blossom  like  the  rose,  by  God's 
good  help." 

"  Humph !  I  should  be  more  inclined  to  stay  here 
then." 

"  So  you  shall,  and  be  my  agent,  if  you  will,  to  G 
in  my  mine-rents,  and  my  corn-rents,  and  my  fishery- 
rents,  eh  ?     Could  you  keep  accounts,  old  knight  of  the 
bear's  paw  ?  " 

"  Well  enough  for  such  short  reckonings  as  yours 
would  be,  on  the  profit  side  at  least.  No,  no — I'd 
sooner  carry  lime  all  my  days  from  Cauldy  to  Bideford, 
than  pass  another  twelvemonth  in  the  land  of  Ire.  among 
the  children  of  wrath.  There  is  a  curse  upon  the  faee 
of  the  earth,  I  believe." 

"  There  is  no  curse  upon  it,  save  the  old  one  of  man's 
sin — ■  Thorns  and  thistles  it  shall  bring  forth  to  thee.' 
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But  if  you  root  up  the  thorns  and  thistles,  Amyas,  I 
know  no  fiend  who  can  prevent  your  growing  wheat 
instead;  and  if  you  till  the  ground  like  a  man,  you 
plough  and  harrow  away  nature's  curse,  and  other  fables 
of  the  schoolmen  beside,"  added  he,  in  that  daring 
fashion  which  afterwards  obtained  for  him  (and  never 
did  good  Christian  less  deserve  it)  the  imputation  of 
Atheism. 

"It  is  sword  and  bullet,  I  think,  that  are  needed 
here,  before  plough  and  harrow,  to  clear  away  some  of 
the  curse.  Until  a  few  more  of  these  Irish  lords  are 
gone  where  the  Desmonds  are,  there  is  no  peace  for 
Ireland." 

"  Humph  !  not  so  far  wrong,  I  fear.  And  yet — Irish 
lords?  These  very  traitors  are  better  English  blood 
than  we  who  hunt  them  down.  When  Yeo  here  slew 
the  Desmond  the  other  day,  he  no  more  let  out  a  drop 
of  Irish  blood,  than  if  he  had  slain  the  Lord  Deputy 
himself." 

11  His  blood  be  on  his  own  head,"  said  Yeo.  "  He 
looked  as  wild  a  savage  as  the  worst  of  them,  more 
shame  to  him ;  and  the  Ancient  here  had  nigh  cut  off 
his  arm  before  he  told  us  who  he  was :  and  then,  your 
worship,  having  a  price  upon  his  head,  and  like  to  bleed 
to  death  too — " 

"  Enough,  enough,  good  fellow,"  said  Kaleigh.  "  Thou 
hast  done  what  was  given  thee  to  do.  Strange,  Amyas, 
is  it  not  ?   Noble  Normans  sunk  into  savages — Hibcrnis 
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ipsis  hibcrniores  !     Is  tliere  some  uncivilizing  venom  in 
the  air?" 

"  Some  venom,  at  least,  which  makes  Englishmen 
traitors.  But  the  Irish  themselves  are  well  enough,  if 
their  tyrants  would  let  them  be.  See  now,  what  more 
faithful  liegeman  has  her  Majesty  than  the  Inchiquin, 
who,  they  say,  is  Prince  of  Themond,  and  should  be 
king  of  all  Ireland,  if  every  man  had  his  right  ?  w 

"  Don't  talk  of  rights  in  the  land  of  wrongs,  man.  But 
the  Inchiquin  knows  well  that  the  true  Irish  Esau  has 
no  worse  enemy  than  his  supplanter,  the  Norman  Jacob. 
And  yet,  Amyas,  are  even  these  men  worse  than  we 
might  be,  if  we  had  been  bred  up  masters  over  the 
bodies  and  souls  of  men,  in  some  remote  land  where 
law  and  order  had  never  come  ?  Look  at  this  Desmond, 
brought  up  a  savage  among  savages,  a  Papist  among 
Papists,  a  despot  among  slaves  ;  a  thousand  easy 
maidens  deeming  it  honour  to  serve  his  pleasure,  a 
thousand  wild  ruffians  deeming  it  piety  to  fulfil  hid 
revenge :  and  let  him  that  is  without  sin  among  us  cast 
the  first  stone." 

"  Ay"  went  on  Raleigh  to  himself,  as  the  conver- 
sation dropped.  "  What  hadst  thou  been,  Raleigh, 
hadst  thou  been  that  Desmond  whose  lands  thou  now 
desirest?  What  wilt  thou  be  when  thou  hast  diem? 
Will  thy  children  sink  downwards,  as  these  noble  barons 
sank  ?  Will  the  genius  of  tyranny  and  falsehood  find 
soil  within  thy  heart  to  grow  and  ripen  fruit  ?     What 
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guarantee  hast  thou  for  doing  better  here  than  those  who 
went  before  thee  ?  And  yet :  cannot  I  do  justice,  and 
love  mercy  ?  Can  I  not  establish  plantations,  build  and 
sow,  and  make  the  desert  valleys  laugh  with  corn  ?  Shall 
I  not  have  my  Spenser  with  me,  to  fill  me  with  all  noble 
thoughts,  and  raise  my  soul  to  his  heroic  pitch  ?  Is  not 
this  true  knight-errantry,  to  redeem  to  peace  and  use, 
and  to  the  glory  of  that  glorious  Queen  whom  God  has 
given  to  me,  a  generous  soil  and  a  more  generous  race  ? 
Trustful  and  tender-hearted  they  are — none  more  ;  and 
if  they  be  fickle  and  passionate,  will  not  that  very  soft- 
ness of  temper,  which  makes  them  so  easily  led  to  evil, 
make  them  as  easy  to  be  led  towards  good  ?  Yes — here, 
away  from  courts,  among  a  people  who  should  bless 
me  as  their  benefactor  and  deliverer — what  golden  days 
might  be  mine !  And  yet — is  this  but  another  angel's 
mask  from  that  same  cunning  fiend  Ambition's  stage  ? 
And  will  my  house  be  indeed  the  house  of  God,  the 
foundations  of  which  are  loyalty,  and  its  bulwarks 
righteousness,  and  not  the  house  of  Fame,  whose  walls 
are  of  the  soap-bubble,  and  its  floor  a  sea  of  glass 
mingled  with  fire  ?  I  would  be  good  and  great — When 
will  the  day  come  when  I  shall  be  content  to  be  good, 
and  yet  not  great,  like  this  same  simple  Leigh,  toiling 
on  by  my  side  to  do  his  duty,  with  no  more  thought  for 
the  morrow  than  the  birds  of  God  ?  Greatness  ?  I  have 
tasted  that  cup  within  the  last  twelve  months;  do  I 
not  know  that  it  is  sweet  in  the  mouth,  but  bitter  in 
VOL.  II.  a 
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the  Lolly?    Greatness?     And  was  not  I"  '-at,  and 

John  of  Austria  great,  and  Desmond  great,  whose  ra> 
but  three  short  years  ago,  had  stood  for  ages  higher  than 
I  shall  ever  hope  to  climh — castles,  and  lands,  and  -laves 
by  thousands,  and  five  hundred  gentlemen  of  his  nan 
who  had  vowed  to  forswear  God  before  they  forswore 
him;  and  well  have  they  kept  their  vow!  And  now, 
dead  in  a  turf-hovel,  like  a  coney  in  a  burrow !  Leigh, 
what  noise  was  that  ?  " 

"  An  Irish  howl,  I  fancied :  but  it  came  from  off  the 
bog ;  it  may  be  only  a  plover's  cry." 

"  Something  not  quite  right,  Sir  Captain,  to  my 
mind,"  said  the  Ancient.  "  They  have  ugly  stories  here 
of  pucks  and  banshees,  and  what  not  of  ghost-.  There 
it  was  again,  wTailing  just  like  a  woman.  They  say  the 
banshee  cried  all  night  before  Desmond  was  slain. " 

"  Perhaps,  then,  this  one  may  be  crying  for  Bal- 
tinglas ;  for  his  turn  is  likely  to  come  next — not  that 
I  believe  in  such  old  wives'  tales." 

"  Shamus,  my  man,"  said  Amyas  to  the  guide,  "  do 
you  hear  that  cry  in  the  bog?" 

Tin-  guide  put  on  the  most  stolid  of  faces,  and 
answered  in  broken  English; 

"  Shamus  hear  nought.  Perhaps — what  you  call 
him? — fishing  in  ta  pool." 

"  An  otter,  he  means,  and  T  believe  he  is  right.    Si 
no!     Did  you  not  hear  it  then,  Shamus?     It  was  a 
woman's  voice." 
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"  Shamus  is  shick  in  his  ears  ever  since  Christmas." 

"  Shamus  will  go  after  Desmond  if  he  lies,"  said 
Amyas.  "  Ancient,  we  had  better  send  a  few  men  to 
see  what  it  is ;  there  may  be  a  poor  soul  taken  by 
robbers,  or  perhaps  starving  to  death,  as  I  have  seen 
many  a  one." 

"  And  I  too,  poor  wretches ;  and  by  no  fault  of  their 
own  or  ours  either :  but  if  their  lords  will  fall  to  quar- 
relling, and  then  drive  each  other's  cattle,  and  waste 
each  other's  lands,  Sir,  you  know — " 

"I  know,"  said  Amyas,  impatiently;  "why  dost  not 
take  the  men,  and  go?" 

"  Cry  you  mercy,  noble  Captain  :  but — I  fear  nothing 
born  of  woman." 

"Well,  what  of  that?"  said  Amyas,  with  a  smile. 

u  But  these  pucks,  Sir.  The  wild  Irish  do  say  that 
they  haunt  the  pools ;  and  they  do  no  manner  of  harm, 
Sir,  when  you  are  coming  up  to  them ;  but  when  you 
are  past,  Sir,  they  jump  on  your  back  like  to  apes,  Sir, 
— and  who  can  tackle  that  manner  of  fiend?" 

"  Why,  then,  by  thine  own  showing,  Ancient,"  said 
Raleigh,  u  thou  may'st  go  and  see  all  safely  enough,  and 
then  if  the  puck  jumps  on  thee  as  thou  comes t  back, 
just  run  in  with  him  here,  and  I'll  buy  him  of  thee  for 
a  noble ;  or  thou  may'st  keep  him  in  a  cage,  and  make 
money  in  London  by  showing  him  for  a  monster." 

"Good  heavens  forefend,  Captain  Raleigh!  but  you 
talk  rashly !     But  if  I  must,  Captain  Leigli : — 

G2 
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'  Where  duty  calls 
To  brazen  walls, 
How  basethe  slave  who  flinches.' 

Lads,  who'll  follow  me?" 

"  Thou  askest  for  volunteers,  as  if  thou  wert  to  lead 
a  forlorn  hope.  Pull  away  at  the  usquebaugh,  man,  and 
swallow  Dutch  courage,  since  thine  English  is  oozed 
away.     Stay ;  I'll  go  myself." 

"  And  I  with  you,"  said  Raleigh.  "  As  the  Queen's 
true  knight-errant,  I  am  bound  to  be  behindhand  in  no 
adventure.  Who  knows  but  we  may  find  a  wicked 
magician,  just  going  to  cut  off  the  head  of  some  saffron- 
mantled  princess?"  and  he  dismounted. 

"  Oh,  Sirs,  Sirs,  to  endanger  your  precious — " 

"  Pooh,"  said  Raleigh,  "  I  wear  an  amulet,  and  have 
a  spell  of  art-magic  at  my  tongue's  end,  whereby,  Sir 
Ancient,  neither  can  a  ghost  see  me,  nor  I  see  them. 
Come  with  us,  Yeo,  the  Desmond-slayer,  and  we  will 
shame  the  devil,  or  be  shamed  by  him." 

"  He  may  shame  me,  Sir,  but  he  will  never  frighten 
me:"  quoth  Yeo ;  "  but  the  bog,  Captains?" 

"  Tut !  Devonshire  men,  and  heath-trotters  born,  and 
not  know  our  way  over  a  peat-moor!" 

And  the  three  strode  away. 

They  splashed  and  scrambled  for  some  quarter  of  a 
mile  to  the  knoll,  while  the  cry  became  louder  and 
louder  as  they  ncared. 

"  That's  neither   ghost   nor   otter,  Sirs,  but  a  true 
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Irish  howl,  as  Captain  Leigh  said;  and  I'll  warrant 
Master  Shamus  knew  as  much  long  ago,"  said  Yeo. 

And  in  fact,  they  conld  now  hear  plainly  the  u  Ochone, 
Ochonorie,"  of  some  wild  woman ;  and  scrambling  over 
the  boulders  of  the  knoll,  in  another  minute  came  full 
upon  her. 

She  was  a  young  girl,  sluttish  and  unkempt,  of 
course,  but  fair  enough ;  her  only  covering,  as  usual, 
was  the  ample  yellow  mantle.  There  she  sat  upon  a 
stone,  tearing  her  black  dishevelled  hair,  and  every  now 
and  then  throwing  up  her  head,  and  bursting  into  a 
long  mournful  cry,  "  for  all  the  world,"  as  Yeo  said, 
"like  a  dumb  four-footed  hound,  and  not  a  Christian 
soul." 

On  her  knees  lay  the  head  of  a  man  of  middle  age, 
in  the  long  soutane  of  a  Romish  priest.  One  look  at 
the  attitude  of  his  limbs  told  them  that  he  was  dead. 

The  two  paused  in  awe;  and  Raleigh's  spirit,  sus- 
ceptible of  all  poetical  images,  felt  keenly  that  strange 
scene, — the  bleak  and  bitter  sky,  the  shapeless  bog, 
the  stunted  trees,  the  savage  girl  alone  with  the  corpse 
in  that  utter  desolation.  And  as  she  bent  her  head 
over  the  still  face,  and  called  wildly  to  him  who  heard 
her  not,  and  then,  utterly  unmindful  of  the  intruders, 
sent  up  again  that  dreary  wail  into  the  dreary  air,  they 
felt  a  sacred  horror,  which  almost  made  them  turn 
away,  and  leave  her  unquestioned :  but  Yeo,  whose 
nerves  were  of  tougher  fibre,  asked  quietly, — 
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"Shall  I  go  and  search  the  fellow,  Captain?"' 

"Better,  I  think,"  said  Amy. 

Raleigh  went  gently  to  the  girl,  and  spoke  to  her  in 
English.  She  looked  up  at  him,  his  armour  and  his 
plume,  with  wide  and  wondering  eyes,  and  then  shook 
her  head,  and  returned  to  her  lamentation. 

Raleigh  gently  laid  his  hand  on  her  arm,  and  lifted 
her  up,  while  Yeo  and  Amyas  bent  over  the  corpse. 

It  was  the  body  of  a  large  and  coarse-featured  man  : 
but  wasted  and  shrunk  as  if  by  famine  to  a  very 
skeleton.  The  hands  and  legs  were  cramped  up,  and 
the  trunk  bowed  together,  as  if  the  man  had  died  of 
cold  or  famine.  Yeo  drew  back  the  clothes  from  the 
thin  bosom,  while  the  girl  screamed  and  wept,  but 
made  no  effort  to  stop  him. 

"  Ask  her  who  it  is?  Yeo,  you  know  a  little  Irish, " 
said  Amyas. 

He  asked,  but  the  girl  made  no  answer.  "  The  stub- 
born jade  won't  tell,  of  course,  Sir.  If  she  were  but  a 
man,  I'd  make  her  soon  enough.' ' 

"Ask  her  who  killed  him?" 

"  No  one,  she  says ;  and  I  believe  she  says  true, 
for  I  can  lind  no  wound.  The  man  lias  been  starved, 
Sirs,  as  I  am  a  sinful  man.  God  help  him,  though  he 
is  a  priest :  and  yet  he  seems  full  enough  down  below. 
What's  here  ?  A  big  pouch,  Sirs,  stuffed  full  of  some- 
what." 

"  Hand  it  hither." 
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The  two  opened  the  pouch ;  papers,  papers,  but  no 
scrap  of  food.     Then  a  parchment.     They  unrolled  it. 

"  Latin,"  said  Amyas ;  "  you  must  construe,  Don 
Scholar." 

"  Is  it  possible?"  said  Raleigh,  after  reading  a 
moment.  "  This  is  indeed  a  prize !  This  is  Saunders 
himself! " 

Yeo  sprang  up  from  the  body  as  if  he  had  touched  an 
adder.     "Nick  Saunders,  the  Legacy,  Sir?" 

"  Nicholas  Saunders,  the  Legate." 

"  The  villain !  why  did  not  he  wait  for  me  to  have 
the  comfort  of  killing  him  ?  Dog  ! "  and  he  kicked  the 
corpse  with  his  foot. 

"  Quiet !  quiet !  Remember  the  poor  girl,"  said 
Amyas,  as  she  shrieked  at  the  profanation,  while 
Raleigh  went  on,  half  to  himself.  "  Yes,  this  is  Saun- 
ders. Misguided  fool,  and  this  is  the  end!  To  this 
thou  hast  come  with  thy  plotting  and  thy  conspir- 
ing, thy  lying  and  thy  boasting,  consecrated  banners 
and  Pope's  bulls,  Agnus  Deis  and  holy  waters,  the 
blessing  of  all  saints  and  angels,  and  thy  Lady  of  the 
Immaculate  Conception!  Thou  hast  called  on  the 
Heavens  to  judge  between  thee  and  us,  and  here  is  their 
answer !  What  is  that  in  his  hand,  Amyas  ?  Give  it 
me.  A  pastoral  epistle  to  the  Earl  of  Ormond,  and  all 
nobles  of  the  realm  of  Ireland ;  "  To  all  who  groan 
beneath  the  loathsome  tyranny  of  an  illegitimate  adul- 
teress, &c.  Nicholas  Saunders,  by  the   grace   of  God, 


88  HOW  EUSTACE   LEI  nil 

Legate,  &c.'  Bah!  and  this  forsooth  was  thy  last 
meditation !  Incorrigible  pedant !  Yictrix  causa  Diis 
placuit,  sed  victa  Catoni!" 

He  ran  his  eye  through  various  other  document-, 
written  in  the  usual  strain :  full  of  huge  promises  from 
the  Pope  and  the  King  of  Spain;  frantic  and  filthy 
slanders  against  Elizabeth,  Burghley,  Leicester,  Essex 
(the  elder),  Sidney,  and  every  great  and  good  man 
(never  mind  of  which  party)  who  then  upheld  the  com- 
monweal; bombastic  attempts  to  terrify  weak  con- 
sciences, by  denouncing  endless  fire  against  those  who 
opposed  the  true  faith ;  fulsome  ascriptions  of  martyr- 
dom and  sanctity  to  every  rebel  and  traitor  who  had 
been  hanged  for  the  last  twenty  years ;  wearisome  argu- 
ments about  the  bull  In  Ccena  Domini,  Elizabeth's 
excommunication,  the  nullity  of  English  law,  the  sacred 
duty  of  rebellion,  the  right  to  kill  a  prince  impenitently 
heretical,  and  the  like  insanities  and  villanies,  which 
may  be  read  at  large  in  Camden,  the  Phoenix  Britanni- 
cus,  Fox's  Martyrs,  or,  surest  of  all,  in  the  writings  of 
the  worthies  themselves. 

With  a  gesture  of  disgust,  Raleigh  crammed  the 
foul  stuff  back  again  into  the  pouch.  Taking  it  with 
them,  they  walked  back  to  the  company,  and  then 
remounting,  marched  away  once  more  towards  the  lands 
of  the  Desmonds ;  and  the  girl  was  left  alone  with  the 
dead. 

An  hour  had  passed,  when  another  Englishman  was 
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standing  by  the  wailing  girl,  and  round  him  a  dozen 
shockheaded  kernes,  skene  on  thigh  and  javelin  in  hand, 
were  tossing  about  their  tawny  rags,  and  adding  their 
lamentations  to  those  of  the  lonely  watcher. 

The  Englishman  was  Eustace  Leigh  ;  a  layman  still, 
but  still  at  his  old  work.  By  two  years  of  intrigue  and 
labour  from  one  end  of  Ireland  to  the  other,  he  had  been 
trying  to  satisfy  his  conscience  for  rejecting  "  the  higher 
calling"  of  the  celibate ;  for  mad  hopes  still  linked 
within  that  fiery  heart.  His  brow  was  wrinkled  now ; 
his  features  harshened ;  the  scar  upon  his  face,  and  the 
slight  distortion  which  accompanied  it,  was  hidden  by  a 
bushy  beard  from  all  but  himself;  and  he  never  forgot 
it  for  a  day,  nor  forgot  who  had  given  it  to  him. 

He  had  been  with  Desmond,  wandering  in  moor  and 
moss  for  many  a  month  in  danger  of  his  life ;  and 
now  he  was  on  his  way  to  James  Fitz-Eustace,  Lord 
Baltinglas,  to  bring  him  the  news  of  Desmond's  death ; 
and  with  him  a  remnant  of  the  clan,  who  were  either 
too  stouthearted,  or  too  desperately  stained  with  crime, 
to  seek  peace  from  the  English,  and,  as  their  fellows  did, 
find  it  at  once  and  freely. 

There  Eustace  stood,  looking  down  on  all  that  was 
left  of  the  most  sacred  personage  of  Ireland ;  the  man 
who,  as  he  once  had  hoped,  was  to  regenerate  his  native 
land,  and  bring  the  proud  island  of  the  west  once  more 
beneath  that  gentle  yoke,  in  which  united  Christendom 
laboured  for  the  commonweal  of  the  universal  church. 
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There  he  was,  and  with  him  all  Eustace's  dreams,  in  the 
very  heart  of  that  country  which  he  had  vowed,  and 
believed  as  he  vowed,  was  ready  to  rise  in  arms  as  one 
man,  even  to  the  baby  at  the  breast  (so  he  had  said),  in 
vengeance  against  the   Saxon  heretic,  and  sweep  the 
hated  name  of  Englishman  into  the  deepest  abysses  of 
the  surge  which  walled  her  coasts ;  with  Spain  and  the 
Pope  to  back  him,  and  the  wealth  of  the  Jesuits  at  his 
command ;  in  the  midst  of  faithful  Catholics,  valiant 
soldiers,  noblemen  who  had  pledged  themselves  to  die 
or  the  cause,  serfs  who  worshipped  him  as  a  demigod — 
starved  to  death  in  a  bog !     It  was  a  pretty  plain  verdict 
on  the  reasonableness  of  his  expectations;  but  not  to 
Eustace  Leigh. 

It  was  a  failure,  of  course ;  but  it  was  an  accident ; 
indeed,  to  have  been  expected,  in  a  wicked  world  whose 
prince  and  master,  as  all  knew,  was  the  devil  himself; 
indeed,  proof  of  the  righteousness  of  the  cause — for  when 
had  the  true  faith  been  other  than  persecuted  and 
trampled  under  foot  ?  If  one  came  to  think  of  it  with 
eyes  purified  from  the  tears  of  carnal  impatience,  what 
was  it  but  a  glorious  martyrdom? 

"  Blest  Saunders!"  murmured  Eustace  Leigh;  "let 
me  die  the  death  of  the  righteous,  and  let  my  last  end 
be  like  his !  Ora  pro  me,  most  excellent  martyr,  while 
I  dig  thy  grave  upon  this  lonely  moor,  to  wait  there  for 
thy  translation  to  one  of  those  stately  shrines,  which, 
cemented  by  the  blood  of  such  as  thee,  shall  hereafter 
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rise  restored  toward  heaven,  to  make  tliis  land  once 
more  '  The  Isle  of  Saints.'  " 

The  corpse  was  buried  ;  a  few  prayers  said  hastily  ; 
and  Eustace  Leigh  was  away  again,  not  now  to  find 
Baltinglas ;  for  it  was  more  than  his  life  was  worth. 
The  girl  had  told  him  of  the  English  soldiers  who  had 
passed,  and  he  knew  that  they  would  reach  the  earl  pro- 
bably before  he  did.  The  game  was  up  ;  all  was  lost. 
So  he  retraced  his  steps,  as  a  desperate  resource,  to 
the  last  place  where  he  would  be  looked  for  ;  and  after 
a  month  of  disguising,  hiding,  and  other  expedients, 
found  himself  again  in  his  native  county  of  Devon, 
while  Fitz-Eustace  Viscount  Baltinglas  had  taken  ship 
for  Spain,  having  got  little  by  his  famous  argument  to 
Ormond  in  behalf  of  his  joining  the  Church  of  Borne, 
"  Had  not  thine  ancestor,  blessed  Thomas  of  Canterbury, 
died  for  the  Church  of  Eome,  thou  hadst  never  been 
Earl  of  Ormond."  The  premises  were  certainly  sounder 
than  those  of  his  party  were  wont  to  be ;  for  it  was  to 
expiate  the  murder  of  that  turbulent  hero  that  the 
Ormond  lands  had  been  granted  by  Henry  II. :  but  as 
for  the  conclusion  therefrom,  it  was  much  on  a  par  with 
the  rest. 

And  now  let  us  return  to  Raleigh  and  Amyas,  as 
they  jog  along  their  weary  road.  They  have  many 
things  to  talk  of;  for  it  is  but  three  days  since  they 
met. 

Amyas,  as  you  see,  is  coming  fast  into  Kaleigh's  old 


92  HOW   EUSTACE   LEIGH 

opinion  of  Ireland.  Baleigh,  under  the  inspiration  of 
a  possible  grant  of  Desmond's  lands,  looks  on  bogs  and 
rocks  transfigured  by  his  own  hopes  and  fancy,  as  if  by 
the  glory  of  a  rainbow.  He  looked  at  all  things  so, 
noble  fellow,  even  thirty  years  after,  when  old,  worn  out, 
and  ruined;  well  for  him  had  it  been  otherwise,  and 
his  heart  had  grown  old  with  his  head  !  Amyas,  who 
knows  nothing  about  Desmond's  lands,  is  puzzled  at 
the  change. 

"  Why,  what  is  this,  Raleigh?  You  are  like  children 
sitting  in  the  market-place,  and  nothing  pleases  you. 
You  wanted  to  get  to  court,  and  you  have  got  there  ;  and 
are  lord  and  master,  I  hear,  or  something  very  like  it, 
already — and  as  soon  as  fortune  stuffs  your  mouth  full 
of  sweetmeats,  do  you  turn  informer  on  her?" 

Raleigh  laughed  significantly  :  but  was  silent. 

"  And  how  is  your  friend,  Mr.  Secretary  Spenser,  who 
was  with  us  at  Smerwick?" 

"  Spenser?  He  has  thriven  even  as  I  have  ;  and  he 
has  found,  as  I  have,  that  in  making  one  friend  at  court 
you  make  ten  foes ;  but  '  Oderint  dum  mctuant'  is  no 
more  my  motto  than  his,  Leigh.  I  want  to  be  great — 
great  I  am  already,  they  say,  if  princes'  favour  can  swell 
the  frog  into  an  ox:  but  I  want  to  be  liked,  loved — 
I  want  to  see  people  smile  when  I  enter." 

"  So  they  do,  I'll  warrant,"  said  Amyas. 

"  So  do  hyenas,"  said  Raleigh;  "  grin  because  they 
are  hungry,  and  I  may  throw  them  a  bono  :  I'll  throw 
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you  one  now,  old  lad,  or  rather  a  good  sirloin  of  beef, 
for  the  sake  of  your  smile.  That's  honest,  at  least,  I'll 
warrant,  whosever's  else  is  not.  Have  you  heard  of  my 
brother  Humphrey's  new  project?" 

"  How  should  I  hear  anything  in  this  waste  howling 
wilderness  ?" 

"  Kiss  hands  to  the  wilderness  then,  and  come  with 
me  to  Newfoundland !  " 

"  You  to  Newfoundland  ?" 

"'  Yes.  I  to  Newfoundland,  unless  my  little  matter 
here  is  settled  at  once.  Grloriana  don't  know  it,  and 
shan't  till  I'm  off.  She'd  send  me  to  the  Tower,  I 
think,  if  she  caught  me  playing  truant.  I  could  hardly 
get  leave  to  come  hither ;  but  I  must  out,  and  try  my 
fortune.  I  am  over  ears  in  debt  already,  and  sick  of 
courts  and  courtiers.  Humphrey  must  go  next  spring 
and  take  possession  of  his  kingdom  beyond  seas,  or  his 
patent  expires ;  and  with  him  I  go,  and  you  too,  my 
circumnavigating  giant." 

And  then  Raleigh  expounded  to  Amyas  the  details  of 
the  great  Newfoundland  scheme,  which  whoso  will  may 
read  in  the  pages  of  Hakluyt. 

Sir  Humphrey  Gilbert,  Ealeigh's  half-brother,  held  a 
patent  for  "  planting"  the  lands  of  Newfoundland  and 
"Meta  Incognita"  (Labrador).  He  had  attempted  a 
voyage  thither  with  Ealeigh  in  1578,  whereof  I  never 
could  find  any  news,  save  that  he  came  back  again,  after 
a  heavy  brush  with  some  Spanish  ships,  (in  which  his 
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best  captain,  Mr.  Morgan,  was  killed,)  having  done 
nothing,  and  much  impaired  his  own  estate:  but  now 
he  had  collected  a  large  sum ;  Sir  Gilbert  Peckham  of 
London,  Mr.  Hayes  of  South  Devon,  and  various  other 
gentlemen,  of  whom  more  hereafter,  had  adventured 
their  money ;  and  a  considerable  colony  was  to  be  sent 
out  the  next  year,  with  miners,  assayers,  and,  what  was 
more,  Parmenius  Budgeus,  Frank's  old  friend,  who  had 
come  to  England  full  of  thirst  to  see  the  wonders  of  the 
New  World ;  and  over  and  above  this,  as  Raleigh  told 
Amyas  in  strictest  secresy,  Adrian  Gilbert,  Humphrey's 
brother,  was  turning  every  stone  at  court  for  a  patent  of 
discovery  in  the  north-west ;  and  this  Newfoundland 
colony,  though  it  was  to  produce  gold,  silver,  merchan- 
dise and  what  not,  was  but  a  basis  of  operations,  a 
half-way  house  from  whence  to  work  out  the  north-west 
passage  to  the  Indies — that  golden  dream,  as  fatal  to 
English  valour  as  the  Guiana  one  to  Spanish — and  yet 
hardly,  hardly,  to  be  regretted,  when  we  remember  the 
seamanship,  the  science,  the  chivalry,  the  heroism,  un- 
equalled in  the  history  of  the  English  nation,  which  it  has 
called  forth  among  those  our  later  Arctic  voyagers,  who 
have  combined  the  knight-errantry  of  the  middle  a 
with  the  practical  prudence  of  the  modern,  and  dared 
for  duty  more  than  Cortez  or  Tizarro  dared  for  gold. 

Amyas,  simple  fellow,  took  all  in  greedily;  he  knew 
enough  of  the  dangers  of  the  Magellan  passage  to  appre- 
ciate the  boundless  value  of  a  road  to  the  East  In  J. 
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which  would  (as  all  supposed  then)  save  half  the  dis- 
tance, and  be  as  it  were  a  private  possession  of  the 
English,  safe  from  Spanish  interference ;  and  he  listened 
reverently  to  Sir  Humphrey's  quaint  proofs,  half  true, 
half  fantastic,  of  such  a  passage,  which  Raleigh  detailed 
to  him — of  the  Primum  Mobile,  and  its  diurnal  motion 
from  east  to  west,  in  obedience  to  which  the  sea-current 
flowed  westward  ever  round  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope, 
and  being  unable  to  pass  through  the  narrow  strait 
between  South  America  and  the  Antarctic  continent, 
rushed  up  the  American  shore,  as  the  Gulf  Stream,  and 
poured  north-westward  between  Greenland  and  Labra- 
dor towards  Cathay  and  India;  of  that  most  crafty 
argument  of  Sir  Humphrey's — how  Aristotle  in  his 
book  De  Mundo,  and  Simon  Gryneus  in  his  annotations 
thereon,  declare  that  the  world(the  Old  World)  is  an 
island,  compassed  by  that  which  Homer  calls  the  river 
Oceanus ;  ergo,  the  New  World  is  an  island  also,  and 
there  is  a  north-west  passage ;  of  the  three  brothers 
(names  unknown)  who  had  actually  made  the  voyage, 
and  named  what  was  afterwards  called  Davis's  Strait 
after  themselves  ;  of  the  Indians  who  were  cast  ashore 
in  Germany  in  the  reign  of  Frederic  Barbarossa,  who, 
as  Sir  Humphrey  had  learnedly  proved  per  modum 
tollendi,  could  have  come  only  by  the  north-west ;  and 
above  all,  of  Salvaterra  the  Spaniard,  who  in  1568  had 
told  Sir  Henry  Sidney  (Philip's  father),  there  in  Inland, 
how  he  had  spoken  with  a  Mexican  friar  named  Urdaneta, 
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who  had  himself  come  from  Mar  del  Zur  (the  Pacific) 
into  Germany  by  that  very  north-west  passage;  at 
which  last  Amyas  shook  his  head,  and  said  that  friars 
were  liars,  and  seeing  believing ;  "  but  if  you  must 
needs  have  an  adventure,  you  insatiable  soul  you,  why 
not  try  for  the  golden  city  of  Manoa?" 

"Manoa?"  asked  Ealeigh,  who  had  heard,  as  most 
had,  dim  rumours  of  the  place.  "  What  do  you  know 
of  it?" 

Whereon  Amyas  told  him  all  that  he  had  gathered 
from  the  Spaniard ;  and  Raleigh,  in  his  turn,  believed 
every  word. 

"Humph!"  said  he  after  a  long  silence.  "  To  find 
that  golden  Emperor;  offer  him  help  and  friendship 
from  the  Queen  of  England  ;  defend  him  against  the 
Spaniards ;  if  we  became  strong  enough,  conquer  back 
all  Peru  from  the  Popish  tyrants,  and  reinstate  him  on 
the  throne  of  the  Incas,  with  ourselves  for  his  body- 
guard, as  the  Norman  Varangians  were  to  the  effeminate 
Emperors  of  Byzant — Hey,  Amyas  ?  You  would  make 
a  gallant  chieftain  of  Varangs.     We'll  do  it,  lad!" 

"  We'll  try :"  said  Amyas  ;  "  but  we  must  be  quick, 
for  there's  one  Berreo  sworn  to  carry  out  the  quest  to 
the  death ;  and  if  the  Spaniards  once  get  thither,  their 
plan  of  works  will  be  much  more  like  Pizarro's  thai) 
like  yours ;  and  by  the  time  we  come,  there  will  be 
neither  gold  nor  city  left." 

"  Nor  Indians  either,  I'll  warrant  the  butchers ;  but 
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lad,  I  am  promised  to  Humphrey ;  I  have  a  bark  fitting 
out  already,  and  all  I  have,  and  more,  adventured  in 
her;  so  Manoa  must  wait." 

"  It  will  wait  well  enough,  if  the  Spaniards  prosper 
no  better  on  the  Amazon  than  they  have  done;  but 
must  I  come  with  you?  To  tell  the  truth,  I  am  quite 
shore-sick,  and  to  sea  I  must  go.  What  will  my  mother 
say?" 

"I'll  manage  thy  mother,"  said  Raleigh ;  and  so  he 
did ;  for,  to  cut  a  long  story  short,  he  went  back  the  month 
after,  and  he  not  only  took  home  letters  from  Amyas 
to  his  mother,  but  so  impressed  on  that  good  lady  the 
enormous  profits  and  honours  to  be  derived  from  Meta 
Incognita,  and  (which  was  most  true)  the  advantage  to 
any  young  man  of  sailing  with  such  a  general  as  Hum- 
phrey Gilbert,  most  pious  and  most  learned  of  seamen 
and  of  cavaliers,  beloved  and  honoured  above  all  his 
compeers  by  Queen  Elizabeth,  that  she  consented  to 
Amyas's  adventuring  in  the  voyage  some  two  hundred 
pounds  which  had  come  to  him  as  his  share  of  prize- 
money,  after  the  ever  memorable  circumnavigation. 
For  Mrs.  Leigh,  be  it  understood,  was  no  longer  at 
Burrough  Court.  By  Frank's  persuasion,  she  had  let 
the  old  place,  moved  up  to  London  with  her  eldest  son, 
and  taken  for  herself  a  lodging  somewhere  by  Palace 
Stairs,  which  looked  out  upon  the  silver  Thames  (for 
Thames  was  silver  then),  with  its  busy  ferries  and 
gliding   boats,   across   to   the  pleasant  fields  of  Lam- 

VOL.  II.  H 
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beth,  and  the  Archbishop's  Palace,  and  the  wooded 
Surrey  hills;  and  there  she  spent  her  peaceful  days, 
close  to  her  Frank  and  to  the  Court.  Elizabeth  would 
have  had  her  re-enter  it,  offering  her  a  small  place 
in  the  household :  but  she  declined,  saying  that  she  was 
too  old  and  heart-weary  for  aught  but  prayer.  So  by 
prayer  she  lived,  under  the  sheltering  shadow  of  the  tall 
minster,  where  she  went  morn  and  even  to  worship,  and 
to  entreat  for  the  two  in  whom  her  heart  was  bound  up ; 
and  Frank  slipped  in  every  day,  if  but  for  five  minutes, 
and  brought  with  him  Spenser,  or  Raleigh,  or  Dyer,  or 
Budseus,  or  sometimes  Sidney's  self;  and  there  was 
talk  of  high  and  holy  things,  of  which  none  could  speak 
better  than  could  she ;  and  each  guest  went  from  that 
hallowed  room  a  humbler  and  yet  a  loftier  man.  So 
slipped  on  the  peaceful  months ;  and  few  and  far  between 
came  Irish  letters,  for  Ireland  was  then  further  from 
Westminster  than  is  the  Black  Sea  now;  but  those  were 
days  in  which  wives  and  mothers  had  learned  (as  they 
have  learned  once  more,  sweet  souls !)  to  walk  by  faith 
and  not  by  sight  for  those  they  love :  and  Mrs.  Leigh 
was  content  (though  when  was  she  not  content?)  to 
hear  that  Amy  as  was  winning  a  good  report  aa  a 
brave  and  prudent  officer,  sober,  just  and  faithful,  be- 
loved  and  obeyed  alike  by  English  soldiers  and  Irish 
kernes. 

Those  two  years,  and  the  one  which  followed,  were 
the  happiest  which  she  had  known  since  her  husband's 
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death.  But  the  cloud  was  coming  fast  up  the  horizon, 
though  she  saw  it  not.  A  little  longer,  and  the  sun 
would  be  hid  for  many  a  wintry  day. 

Amyas  went  to  Plymouth,  (with  Yeo,  of  course,  at  his 
heels,)  and  there  beheld,  for  the  first  time,  the  majestic 
countenance  of  the  philosopher  of  Compton  Castle.  He 
lodged  with  Drake,  and  found  him  not  over-sanguine  as 
to  the  success  of  the  voyage. 

"  For  learning  and  manners,  Amyas,  there's  not  his 
equal ;  and  the  Queen  may  well  love  him,  and  Devon  be 
proud  of  him  :  but  book-learning  is  not  business  ;  book- 
learning  didn't  get  me  round  the  world ;  book-learning 
didn't  make  Captain  Hawkins,  nor  his  father  neither, 
the  best  ship-builders  from  Hull  to  Cadiz ;  and  book- 
learning,  I  very  much  fear,  won't  plant  Newfoundland." 

However,  the  die  was  cast,  and  the  little  fleet  of  five 
sail  assembled  in  Cawsand  Bay.  Amyas  was  to  go  as 
a  gentleman  adventurer  on  board  of  Raleigh's  bark ; 
Baleigh  himself  however,  at  the  eleventh  hour,  had  been 
forbidden  by  the  Queen  to  leave  England.  Ere  they 
left,  Sir  Humphrey  Gilbert's  picture  was  painted  by 
some  Plymouth  artist,  to  be  sent  up  to  Elizabeth  in 
answer  to  a  letter  and  a  gift  sent  by  Baleigh,  which, 
as  a  specimen  of  the  men  and  of  the  time,  I  here 
transcribe : — 

*  "Brother, — I  have  sent  you  a  token  from  her 

*  This  letter  was  a  few  years  since  in  the  possession  of  Mr.  Pomeroy 
Gilbert,  fort-major  at  Dartmouth,  a  descendant  of  the  Admiral's. 

H  2 
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Majesty,  an  anchor  guided  by  a  lady,  as  you  see.  And 
further,  her  Highness  willed  me  to  send  you  word,  that, 
she  wisheth  you  as  great  good  hap  and  safety  to  your 
ship  as  if  she  were  there  in  person,  desiring  you  to  have 
care  of  yourself  as  of  that  which  she  tendereth ;  and, 
therefore,  for  her  sake,  you  must  provide  for  it  accord- 
ingly. Furthermore,  she  commandeth  that  you  leave 
your  picture  with  her.  For  the  rest  I  leave  till  our 
meeting,  or  to  the  report  of  the  bearer,  who  would  needs 
be  the  messenger  of  this  good  news.  So  I  commit  you 
to  the  will  and  protection  of  God,  who  send  us  such  life 
and  death  as  he  shall  please,  or  hath  appointed. 
"  Eichmond,  this  Friday  morning, 
"  Your  true  Brother, 

"  W.  Kaleigh." 

"  Who  would  not  die,  Sir,  for  such  a  woman?11  said 
Sir  Humphrey  (and  he  said  truly),  as  he  showed  that 
letter  to  Amyas. 

"Who  would  not?  But  she  bids  you  rather  live  for 
her." 

"  I  shall  do  both,  young  man  ;  and  for  God  too,  I  trust. 
We  are  going  in  God's  cause ;  Ave  go  for  the  honour  of 
God's  Gospel,  for  the  deliverance  of  poor  infidels  led 
captive  by  the  devil ;  for  the  relief  of  my  distressed 
countrymen  unemployed  within  this  narrow  isle ;  and 
to  God  we  commit  our  cause.  We  fight  against  the 
devil  himself;  and  stronger  is  He  that  is  within  us  than 
he  that  is  against  us." 


MET  THE  POPE'S  LEGATE.  101 

Some  say  that  Raleigh  himself  came  down  to  Ply- 
mouth, accompanied  the  fleet  a  day's  sail  to  sea,  and 
would  have  given  her  Majesty  the  slip,  and  gone  with 
them  Westward-ho,  but  for  Sir  Humphrey's  advice.  It  is 
likely  enough  :  but  I  cannot  find  evidence  for  it.  At  all 
events,  on  the  11th  June  the  fleet  sailed  out,  having,  says 
Mr.  Hayes,  "  in  number  about  260  men,  among  whom 
we  had  of  every  faculty  good  choice,  as  shipwrights, 
masons,  carpenters,  smiths,  and  such  like,  requisite  for 
such  an  action ;  also  mineral  men  and  refiners.  Beside, 
for  solace  of  our  people  and  allurement  of  the  savages, 
we  were  provided  of  musique  in  good  variety ;  not 
omitting  the  least  toys,  as  morris-dancers,  hobby-horses, 
and  May-like  conceits,  to  delight  the  savage  people, 
whom  we  intended  to  win  by  all  fair  means  possible." 
An  armament  complete  enough,  even  to  that  tenderness 
toward  the  Indians,  which  is  so  striking  a  feature  of  the 
Elizabethan  seamen,  (called  out  in  them,  perhaps,  by 
horror  at  the  Spanish  cruelties,  as  well  as  by  their  more 
liberal  creed,)  and  to  the  daily  service  of  God  on  board 
of  every  ship,  according  to  the  simple  old  instructions  of 
Captain  John  Hawkins  to  one  of  his  little  squadrons, 
"  Keep  good  company ;  beware  of  fire  ;  serve  God  daily ; 
and  love  one  another  " — an  armament,  in  short,  complete 
in  all  but  men.  The  sailors  had  been  picked  up  hastily 
and  anywhere,  and  soon  proved  themselves  a  mutinous, 
and,  in  the  case  of  the  bark  Swallow,  a  piratical  set. 
The   mechanics   were   little   better.      The    gentlemen- 
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adventurers,  puffed  up  with  vain  hopes  of  finding  a  new 
Mexico,  became  soon  disappointed  and  surly  at  the  hard 
practical  reality ;  while  over  all  was  the  head  of  a  aa 
and  an  enthusiast,  a  man  too  noble  to  suspect  others, 
and  too  pure  to  make  allowances  for  poor  dirty  human 
weaknesses.  He  had  got  his  scheme  perfect  upon 
paper ;  well  for  him,  and  for  his  company,  if  he  had 
asked  Francis  Drake  to  translate  it  for  him  into  fact ! 
As  early  as  the  second  day,  the  seeds  of  failure  began 
to  sprout  above  ground.  The  men  of  Raleigh's  bark, 
the  Vice-Admiral,  suddenly  found  themselves  seized,  or 
supposed  themselves  seized,  with  a  contagious  sickness, 
and  at  midnight  forsook  the  fleet,  and  went  back  to 
Plymouth ;  whereto  Mr.  Hayes  can  only  say,  "  The 
reason  I  never  could  understand.  Sure  I  am  that  Mr. 
Raleigh  spared  no  cost  in  setting  them  forth.  And  so 
I  leave  it  unto  God ! " 

But  Amyas  said  more.  He  told  Butler  the  captain 
plainly  that,  if  the  bark  went  back,  he  would  not ;  that 
he  had  seen  enough  of  ships  deserting  their  consorts; 
that  it  should  never  be  said  of  him  thai  lie  had  fol- 
lowed Winter's  example,  and  that,  too,  on  a  fair  easterly 
wind;  and  finally,  that  he  had  seen  Doughty  hanged 
for  trying  to  play  such  a  trick,  and  that  he  might  sec 
others  hanged  too  before  he  died.  Whereon  Captain 
Butler  offered  to  draw  and  fight,  to  which  Amy 
showed  no  repugnance ;  whereon  the  captain,  having 
taken   a   second   look   at  Amyas's  thews  and   sinews, 
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reconsidered  the  matter,  and  offered  to  put  Amyas  on 
board  of  Sir  Humphrey's  Delight,  if  he  could  find  a 
crew  to  row  him. 

Amyas  looked  round. 

"  Are  there  any  of  Sir  Francis  Drake's  men  on  board  ?" 

"Three,  Sir,"  said  Yeo.  "Bobert  Drew,  and  two 
others." 

"  Pelicans  ! "  roared  Amyas,  "  you  have  been  round 
the  world,  and  will  you  turn  back  from  Westward-ho  ? ' 

There  was  a  moment's  silence,  and  then  Drew  came 
forward. 

"  Lower  us  a  boat,  captain,  and  lend  us  a  caliver  to 
make  signals  with,  while  I  get  my  kit  on  deck;  I'll 
after  Captain  Leigh,  if  I  row  him  aboard  all  alone  to 
my  own  hands."" 

"  If  I  ever  command  a  ship,  I  will  not  forget  you," 
said  Amyas. 

i 

"  Nor  us  either,  Sir,  we  hope ;  for  we  haven't  forgotten 
you  and  your  honest  conditions,"  said  both  the  other 
Pelicans ;  and  so  away  over  the  side  went  all  the  five, 
and  pulled  away  after  the  admiral's  lantern,  firing  shots 
at  intervals  as  signals.  Luckily  for  the  five  desperadoes, 
the  night  was  all  but  calm.  They  got  on  board  before 
the  morning,  and  so  away  into  the  boundless  West.* 

*  The  Raleigh,  the  largest  ship  of  the  squadron,  was  of  only  200 
tons  burthen ;  The  Golden  Hind,  Hayes'  ship,  which  returned  safe, 
of  40;  and  The  Squirrel,  (whereof  more  hereafter,)  of  10  tons!  In 
such  cockboats  did  these  old  heroes  brave  the  unknown  seas. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

HOW  BIDEFORD   BRIDGE   DINED    AT   AJTCTXBT   HOUSE. 

"  Three  lords  sat  drinking  late  yestreen, 
And  ere  they  paid  the  lawing, 
They  set  a  combat  them  between, 
To  fight  it  in  the  dawing." 

Scotch  Ballad. 

Every  one  who  knows  Bideford  cannot  but  know 
Bideford  Bridge ;  for  it  is  the  very  omphalos,  cynosure, 
and  soul,  around  which  the  town,  as  a  body,  has 
organized  itself;  and  as  Edinburgh  is  Edinburgh  by 
virtue  of  its  Castle,  Rome  Rome  by  virtue  of  its  Capitol, 
and  Egypt  Egypt  by  virtue  of  its  Pyramids,  bo  is 
Bideford  Bideford  by  virtue  of  its  Bridge.  But  all 
do  not  know  the  occult  powers  which  have  advanced 
and  animated  the  said  wondrous  bridge  for  now  rive 
hundred  years,  and  made  it  the  chief  wonder,  according 
to  Prince  and  Fuller,  of  this  fair  land  of  Devon :  being 
first  an  inspired  bridge  ;  a  sonl-saving  bridge  :  an  alms- 
giving bridge;  an  educational  bridge;  a  sentient  bridge; 
and  last,  but  not  least,   a  dinner-giving  bridge.     All 
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do  not  know  how,  when  it  began  to  be  built  some  half 
mile  higher  up,  hands  invisible  carried  the  stones  down- 
stream each  night  to  the  present  site ;  until  Sir  Richard 
Gurney,  parson  of  the  parish,  going  to  bed  one  night 
in  sore  perplexity,  and  fear  of  the  evil  spirit  who  seemed 
so  busy  in  his  slieepfold,  beheld  a  vision  of  an  angel, 
who  bade  build  the  bridge  where  he  himself  had  so 
kindly  transported  the  materials ;  for  there  alone  was 
sure  foundation  amid  the  broad  sheet  of  shifting  sand. 
All  do  not  know  how  Bishop  Grandison  of  Exeter 
proclaimed  throughout  his  diocese  indulgences,  bene- 
dictions, and  '*'  participation  in  all  spiritual  blessings  for 
ever,"  to  all  who  would  promote  the  bridging  of  that 
dangerous  ford ;  and  so,  consulting  alike  the  interests 
of  their  souls  and  of  their  bodies,  "  make  the  best  of 
both  worlds." 

All  do  not  know,  nor  do  I,  that  "  though  the  founda- 
tion of  the  bridge  is  laid  upon  wool,  yet  it  shakes  at  the 
slightest  step  of  a  horse  ;"  or  that,  "  though  it  has  twenty- 
three  arches,  yet  one  Win.  Alford  (another  Milo)  carried 
on  his  back  for  a  wager  four  bushels  salt-water  measure, 
all  the  length  thereof;"  or  that  the  bridge  is  a  veritable 
esquire,  bearing  arms  of  its  own  (a  ship  and  bridge 
proper  on  a  plain  field),  and  owning  lands  and  tene- 
ments in  many  parishes,  with  which  the  said  miraculous 
bridge  has,  from  time  to  time,  founded  charities,  built 
schools,  waged  suits  at  law,  and  finally  (for  this  con- 
cerns us  most)  given  yearly  dinners,  and  kept  for  that 
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purpose  (luxurious  and  liquorish  bri        tliat  it  v  ae 

best  stocked  cellar  of  wines  in  all  DeroiL 

To  one  of  these  dinners,  u  it  happened,  were  invited 
in  the  year  1588,  all  the  notabilities  of  Bideford,  and 
beside  them  Mr.  St.  Leger  of  Annery  close  by,  brother 
of  the  Marshal  of  Munster  and  of  Lady  Grenvile ;  a  m< 
worthy  and  hospitable  gentleman,  who,  finding  riches  a 
snare,  parted  with  them  so  freely  to  all  his  neighbours 
as  long  as  he  lived,  that  he  effectually  prevented  his 
children  after  him  from  falling  into  the  temptati- 
■thereunto  incident. 

Between  him  and  one  of  the  bridge  tru 
argument,  whether  a  salmon  caught  below  the  bridge 
was  better  or  worse  than  one  caught  above  ;  and  as  that 
weighty  question  could  only   be   decided  by  practical 
experiment,  Mr.  St.  Leger  vowed,   that  as  the  brid 
had  given  him  a  good  dinner,  he  would  give  the  bridge 
one;   offered  a  bet  of  five  pounds,  that  he  would  tind 
them,  out  of  the  pool  below  Annery.  as  firm  and  fljj 
a   salmon  as  the  Appledore  one  which  they  had  just 
eaten;  and  then,  in  the  fulness  of  his  heart,  invited  the 
whole  company  present  to  dine  with  him   at  Annery 
three  days  after,  and  bring  with  them  each  a  wife  or 

ughter:  and,    Don  Guzman    being  at  table,   he   a 
invited  too. 

So  there  was  a  mighty  feast  in  the  great  hall  at 
Annery,  BUeh  as  had  seldom  been  since  Judge  llankford 
feasted   Edward    the    Fourth   there  :    and    while    every 
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one  was  eating  their  best,  and  drinking  their  worst, 
Rose  Salterne  and  Don  Guzman  were  pretending  not 
to  see  each  other,  and  watching  each  other  all  the 
more.  But  Rose  at  least  had  to  be  very  careful  of  her 
glances  ;  for  not  only  was  her  father  at  the  table,  but 
just  opposite  her  sate  none  other  than  Messrs.  William 
Caiy  and  Arthur  St.  Leger,  Lieutenants  in  her  Ma- 
jesty Js  Irish  army,  who  had  returned  on  furlough  a  few 
days  before.     . 

Rose  Salterne  and  the  Spaniard  had  not  exchanged 
a  word  in  the  last  six  months,  though  they  had  met 
many  times.  The  Spaniard  by  no  means  avoided  her 
company,  except  in  her  father's  house;  he  only  took 
care  to  obey  her  carefully,  by  seeming  always  uncon- 
scious of  her  presence,  beyond  the  stateliest  of  salutes 
at  entering  and  departing.  But  he  took  care,  at  the 
same  time,  to  lay  himself  out  to  the  very  best  advantage 
whenever  he  was  in  her  presence ;  to  be  more  witty, 
more  eloquent,  more  romantic,  more  full  of  wonderful 
tales  than  he  ever  yet  had  been.  The  cunning  Don  had 
found  himself  foiled  in  his  first  tactic  ;  and  he  was  now 
trying  another,  and  a  far  more  formidable  one.  In  the 
first  place  Rose  deserved  a  very  severe  punishment,  for 
having  dared  to  refuse  the  love  of  a  Spanish  nobleman  ; 
and  what  greater  punishment  could  he  inflict  than  with- 
drawing the  honour  of  his  attentions,  and  the  sunshine 
of  his  smiles  ?  There  was  conceit  enough  in  that  notion, 
but  there  was  cunning  too;  for  none  knew  better  than 
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the  Spaniard,  that  women,  like  the  world,  are  pretty 
sure  to  value  a  man  (especially  if  there  be  any  real 
worth  in  him)  at  his  own  price ;  and  that  the  more  he 
demands  for  himself,  the  more  they  will  give  for  him. 

And  now  he  would  put  a  high  price  on  himself, 
and  pique  her  pride,  as  she  was  too  much  accustomed 
to  worship,  to  be  won  by  flattering  it.  He  might  have 
done  that  by  paying  attention  to  some  one  else  :  but  he 
was  too  wise  to  employ  so  coarse  a  method,  which 
might  raise  indignation,  or  disgust,  or  despair  in  Rose's 
heart,  but  would  have  never  brought  her  to  his  feet — 
as  it  will  never  bring  any  woman  worth  bringing. 
So  he  quietly  and  unobtrusively  showed  her  that  he 
could  do  without  her ;  and  she,  poor  fool,  as  she  was 
meant  to  do,  began  forthwith  to  ask  herself — why? 
What  was  the  hidden  treasure,  what  was  the  reserve 
force,  which  made  him  independent  of  her,  while  she 
could  not  say  that  she  was  independent  of  him  ?  Had 
he  a  secret  ?  how  pleasant  to  know  it !  Some  huge 
ambition  ?  how  pleasant  to  share  in  it !  Some  myste- 
rious knowledge  ?  how  pleasant  to  learn  it !  Some 
capacity  of  love  beyond  the  common?  how  delicious  to 
have  it  all  for  her  own  !  He  must  be  greater,  wiser, 
richer-hearted  than  she  was,  as  well  as  better-born. 
Ah,  if  his  wealth  would  but  supply  her  poverty ! 
And  so,  step  by  step,  she  was  being  led  to  sue  in 
forma  pauperis  to  the  very  man  whom  she  had  spurned 
when  he  sued  in  like  form  to  her.     That  temptation 
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of  having  some  mysterious  private  treasure,  of  being 
the  priestess  of  some  hidden  sanctuary,  and  being  able 
to  thank  heaven  that  she  was  not  as  other  women  are, 
was  becoming  fast  too  much  for  Rose,  as  it  is  too  much 
for  most.  For  none  knew  better  than  the  Spaniard 
how  much  more  fond  women  are,  by  the  very  law  of 
their  sex,  of  worshipping  than  of  being  worshipped,  and 
of  obeying  than  of  being  obeyed ;  how  their  coyness, 
often  their  scorn,  is  but  a  mask  to  hide  their  conscious- 
ness of  weakness  ;  and  a  mask,  too,  of  which  they  them- 
selves will  often  be  the  first  to  tire. 

And  Rose  was  utterly  tired  of  that  same  mask  as  she 
sat  at  table  at  Annery  that  day ;  and  Don  Guzman  saw 
it  in  her  uneasy  and  downcast  looks,  and  thinking 
(conceited  coxcomb)  that  she  must  be  by  now  sufficiently 
punished,  stole  a  glance  at  her  now  and  then,  and  was 
not  abashed  when  he  saw  that  she  dropped  her  eyes 
when  they  met  his,  because  he  saw  her  silence  and 
abstraction  increase,  and  something  like  a  blush  steal 
into  her  cheeks.  So  he  pretended  to  be  as  much  downcast 
and  abstracted  as  she  was,  and  went  on  with  his  glances, 
till  he  once  found  her,  poor  thing,  looking  at  him  to  see 
if  he  was  looking  at  her ;  and  then  he  knew  his  prey 
was  safe,  and  asked  her,  with  his  eyes,  "  Do  you  forgive 
me?"  and  saw  her  stop  dead  in  her  talk  to  her  next 
neighbour,  and  falter,  and  drop  her  eyes,  and  raise  them 
again  after  a  minute  in  search  of  his,  that  he  might 
repeat  the  pleasant  question.     And  then  what  could  she 
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do  but  answer  with  all  her  face,  and  every  bead  of  h 
pretty  neck,  "And  do  you  forgive  me  in  turn?" 

Whereon  Don  Guzman  broke  out  jubilant,  like 
nightingale  on  bough,  with  story,  and  jest,  and  repartee  ; 
and  became  forthwith  the  soul  of  the  whole  company, 
and  the  most  charming  of  all  cavaliers.  And  poor  Rose 
knew  that  she  was  the  cause  of  his  sudden  change  of 
mood,  and  blamed  herself  for  what  she  had  done,  and 
shuddered  and  blushed  at  her  own  delight,  and  longed 
that  the  feast  was  over,  that  she  might  hurry  home  and 
hide  herself  alone  with  sweet  fancies  about  a  love  the 
reality  of  which  she  felt  she  dared  not  face. 

It  was  a  beautiful  sight,  the  great  terrace  at  Annery 
that  afternoon ;  with  the  smart  dames  in  their  gaudy 
dresses  parading  up  and  down  in  twos  and  threes  before 
the  stately  house ;  or  looking  down  upon  the  park,  witli 
the  old  oaks,  and  the  deer,  and  the  broad  landlock 
river  spread  out  like  a  lake  beneath,  all  bright  in  the 
glare  of  the  midsummer  sun :  or  listening  obsequiously 
to  the  two  great  ladies  who  did  the  honours.  Mrs.  St. 
Leger  the  hostess,  and  her  sister-in-law,  fair  Lady  Gren- 
vile.  All  chatted,  and  laughed,  and  eyed  each  other's 
dresses,  and  gossiped  about  each  other's  husbands  and 
servants  :  only  Rose  Salterne  kept  apart,  and  longed  to 
get  into  a  corner  and  laugh  or  cry,  she  knew  not  which. 

"Our  pretty  Rose  seems  sad,"  said  Lady  ( Jrenvilc, 
coming  up  to  her.  "  Cheer  up,  child  !  we  want  you  to 
come  and  sing  to  us." 
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Bose  answered  she  knew  not  what,  and  obeyed 
mechanically. 

She  took  the  lute,  and  sat  down  on  a  bench  beneath 
the  house,  while  the  rest  grouped  themselves  round  her. 

"  What  shall  I  sing  ?" 

"  Let  us  have  your  old  song,  '  Earl  Haldan's 
Daughter.'  " 

Rose  shrank  from  it.  It  was  a  loud  and  dashing 
ballad,  which  chimed  in  but  little  with  her  thoughts ; 
and  Frank  had  praised  it  too,  in  happier  days  long  since 
gone  by.  She  thought  of  him,  and  of  others,  and  of  her 
pride  and  carelessness ;  and  the  song  seemed  ominous  to 
her  :  and  yet  for  that  very  reason  she  dared  not  refuse 
to  sing  it,  for  fear  of  suspicion  where  no  one  suspected  ; 
and  so  she  began  per  force — 

l. 

"  It  was  Earl  Haldan's  daughter, 

She  look'd  across  the  sea; 

She  look'd  across  the  water, 

And  long  and  loud  laugh'd  she  : 

'  The  locks  of  six  princesses 

Must  be  my  marriage-fee, 
So  hey  bonny  boat,  and  ho  bonny  boat  ! 

Who  comes  a-wooing  me  ? ' 

2. 

"  It  was  Earl  Haldan's  daughter, 
She  walk'd  along  the  sand  ; 
When  she  was  aware  of  a  knight  so  fair, 
Come  sailing  to  the  land. 
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His  sails  were  all  of  velvet, 
His  mast  of  beaten  gold, 
And  '  hey  bonny  boat,  and  ho  bonny  boat, 
Who  saileth  here  so  bold  ? ' 


3. 


"  '  The  locks  of  five  princesses 

I  won  beyond  the  sea ; 

I  shore  their  golden  tresses, 

To  fringe  a  cloak  for  thee. 

One  handful  yet  is  wanting, 

But  one  of  all  the  tale ; 
So  hey  bonny  boat,  and  ho  bonny  boat  ! 

Furl  up  thy  velvet  sail ! ' 


4. 


"  He  leapt  into  the  water, 

That  rover  young  and  bold  ; 

He  gript  Earl  Haldan's  daughter, 

He  shore  her  locks  of  gold; 

1  Go  weep,  go  weep,  proud  maiden, 

The  tale  is  full  to-day. 
Now  hey  bonny  boat,  and  ho  bonny  boat ! 

Sail  Westward  ho,  and  away  ! '  " 


As  she  ceased,  a  measured  voice,  with  a  foreign 
accent,  thrilled  through  her. 

11  In  the  East,  they  say  the  nightingale  sings  to  the 
rose ;  Devon,  more  happy,  has  nightingale  and  rose  in 
one." 

"  We  have  no  nightingales  in  Devon,  Don  Guzman :" 
said  Lady   Grenvilc ;   "  but  our   little   forest  thrushes 
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sing,  as  you  hear,  sweetly  enough  to  content  any  ear. 
But  what  brings  you  away  from  the  gentlemen  so 
early?" 

"  These  letters,"  said  he,  "  which  have  been  just  put 
into  my  hand ;  and  as  they  call  me  home  to  Spain,  I 
was  loth  to  lose  a  moment  of  that  delightful  company 
from  which  I  must  part  so  soon." 

"  To  Spain?"  asked  half-a-dozen  voices;  for  the  Don 
was  a  general  favourite. 

"  Yes,  and  thence  to  the  Indies.  My  ransom  has 
arrived,  and  with  it  the  promise  of  an  office.  I  am  to 
be  Governor  of  La  Guayra  in  Caraccas.  Congratulate 
me  on  my  promotion." 

A  mist  was  over  Eose's  eyes.  The  Spaniard's  voice 
was  hard  and  flippant.  Did  he  care  for  her  after  all  ? 
And  if  he  did,  was  it  not  nevertheless  hopeless  ?  How 
her  cheeks  glowed !  Everybody  must  see  it !  Anything 
to  turn  away  their  attention  from  her ;  and  in  that 
nervous  haste  which  makes  people  speak,  and  speak 
foolishly  too,  just  because  they  ought  to  be  silent,  she 
asked, — 

"  And  where  is  La  Guayra?" 

u  Half  round  the  world,  on  the  coast  of  the  Spanish 
main.  The  loveliest  place  on  earth,  and  the  loveliest 
governor's  house,  in  a  forest  of  palms  at  the  foot  of  a 
mountain  eight  thousand  feet  high :  I  shall  only  want 
a  wife  there  to  be  in  paradise." 

"  I   don't   doubt   that  you  may  persuade  some  fair 

VOL.  II.  I 
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lady  of   Seville  to   accomany  you  thither,"  said  Lady 
Grenvile. 

"  Thanks,  gracious  Madam :  but  the  truth  is,  that 
since  I  have  had  the  bliss  of  knowing  English  ladies,  1 
have  begun  to  think  that  they  are  the  only  ones  on 
earth  worth  wooing." 

"  A  thousand  thanks  for  the  compliment ;  but  I  fear 
none  of  our  free  English  maidens  would  like  to  submit 
to  the  guardianship  of  a  duenna.  Eh,  Rose  ?  how  should 
you  like  to  be  kept  under  lock  and  key  all  day  by  an 
ugly  old  woman  with  a  horn  on  her  forehead  ? ' 

Poor  Rose  turned  so  scarlet  that  Lady  Grenvile 
knew  her  secret  on  the  spot,  and  would  have  tried  to 
turn  the  conversation :  but  before  she  could  speak, 
some  burgher's  wife  blundered  out  a  common-place 
about  the  jealousy  of  Spanish  husbands ;  and  another, 
to  make  matters  better,  giggled  out  something  more 
true  than  delicate  about  West  Indian  masters  and  fair 
slaves. 
r"  Ladies,"  said  Don  Guzman,  reddening,  "believe  me 
that  these  are  but  the  calumnies  of  ignorance.  If  we  be 
more  jealous  than  other  nations,  it  is  because  we  love 
more  passionately.  If  some  of  us  abroad  are  profligate, 
it  is  because  they,  poor  men,  have  no  helpmate,  which, 
like  the  amethyst,  keeps  its  wearer  pure.  1  could  tell 
you  stories,  ladies,  of  the  constancy  and  devotion  of 
Spanish  husbands,  even  in  the  Indies,  as  strange  as 
ever  romancer  invented." 
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"  Can  you  ?  Then  we  challenge  you  to  give  us  one 
at  least." 

"  I  fear  it  would  be  too  long,  Madam." 

"  The  longer  the  more  pleasant,  Seiior.  How  can  we 
«pend  an  hour  better  this  afternoon,  while  the  gentle- 
men within  are  finishing  their  wine  ?  " 

Story-telling,  in  those  old  times,  when  books  (and 
authors  also,  lucky  for  the  public)  were  rarer  than 
now,  was  a  common  amusement ;  and  as  the  Spaniard's 
accomplishments  in  that  line  were  well  known,  all  the 
ladies  crowded  round  him ;  the  servants  brought  chairs 
and  benches ;  and  Don  Guzman,  taking  his  seat  in  the 
midst,  with  a  proud  humility,  at  Lady  Grenvile's  feet, 
began. 

"  Your  perfections,  fair  and  illustrious  ladies,  must 
doubtless  have  heard,  ere  now,  how  Sebastian  Cabota, 
some  forty-five  years  ago,  sailed  forth  with  a  commission 
from  my  late  master,  the  Emperor  Charles  the  Fifth,  to 
discover  the  golden  lands  of  Tarshish,  Ophir,  and 
Cipango :  but  being  in  want  of  provisions,  stopped  short 
at  the  mouth  of  that  mighty  South  American  river  to 
which  he  gave  the  name  of  Bio  de  la  Plata,  and  sailing 
up  it,  discovered  the  fair  land  of  Paraguay.  But  you 
may  not  have  heard  how,  on  the  bank  of  that  river,  at 
the  mouth  of  the  Rio  Terceiro,  he  built  a  fort  which 
men  still  call  Cabot's  Tower ;  nor  have  you,  perhaps, 
heard  of  the  strange  tale  which  will  ever  make  the 
tower  a  sacred  spot  to  all  true  lovers. 

I  2 
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"  For  when  he  returned  to  Spain  the  year  after,  he 
left  in  his  tower  a  garrison  of  a  hundred  and  twenty 
men,  under  the  command  of  Nufio  de  Lara,  Ruiz 
Moschera,  and  Sebastian  da  Hurtado,  old  friends  and 
fellow-soldiers  of  my  invincible  grandfather  Don  Ferdi- 
nando  da  Soto ;  and  with  them  a  jewel,  than  which 
Spain  never  possessed  one  more  precious,  Lucia  Miranda, 
the  wife  of  Hurtado,  who,  famed  in  the  Court  of  the 
Emperor  no  less  tfor  her  wisdom  and  modesty  than  for 
her  unrivalled  beauty,  had  thrown  up  all  the  pomp  and 
ambition  of  a  palace,  to  marry  a  poor  adventurer,  and 
to  encounter  with  him  the  hardships  of  a  voyage  round 
the  world.  Mangora,  the  Cacique  of  the  neighbouring 
Timbuez  Indians  (with  whom  Lara  had  contrived  to 
establish  a  friendship)  cast  his  eyes  on  this  fair  creature, 
and  no  sooner  saw  than  he  coveted ;  no  sooner  coveted 
than  he  plotted,  with  the  devilish  subtilty  of  a  savage, 
to  seize  by  force  what  he  knew  he  could  never  gain  by 
right.  She  soon  found  out  his  passion  (she  was  wise 
enough — what  every  woman  is  not — to  know  when  she 
is  loved),  and  telling  her  husband  kept  as  much  as  she 
could  out  of  her  new  lover's  sight ;  while  the  savage 
pressed  Hurtado  to  come  and  visit  him,  and  to  bring  his 
lady  with  him.  Hurtado,  suspecting  the  snare,  and 
yet  fearing  to  offend  the  Cacique,  excused  himself  cour- 
teously on  the  score  of  his  soldier's  duty;  and  the 
savage,  mad  with  desire  and  disappointment,  began 
plotting  against  Hurtado's  life. 
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u  So  went  on  several  weeks,  till  food  grew  scarce,  and 
Don  Hurtado  and  Don  B,uiz  Moschera,  with  fifty  soldiers, 
were  sent  up  the  river  on  a  foraging  party.  Mangora 
saw  his  opportunity,  and  leapt  at  it  forthwith. 

"  The  tower,  ladies,  as  I  have  heard  from  those  who 
have  seen  it,  stands  on  a  knoll  at  the  meeting  of  the 
two  rivers,  while  on  the  land  side  stretches  a  dreary 
marsh,  covered  with  tall  grass  and  bushes ;  a  fit  place 
for  the  ambuscade  of  four  thousand  Indians,  which 
Mangora,  with  devilish  cunning,  placed  around  the 
tower,  while  he  himself  went  boldly  up  to  it,  followed 
by  thirty  men,  laden  with  grain,  fruit,  game,  and  all 
the  delicacies  which  his  forests  could  afford. 

"  There,  with  a  smiling  face,  he  told  the  unsuspecting 
Lara  his  sorrow  for  the  Spaniard's  want  of  food;  be- 
sought him  to  accept  the  provision  he  had  brought,  and 
was,  as  he  had  expected,  invited  by  Lara  to  come  in  and 
taste  the  wines  of  Spain. 

"  In  went  he  and  his  thirty  fellow-bandits,  and  the 
feast  continued,  with  songs  and  libations,  far  into  the 
night,  while  Mangora  often  looked  round,  and  at  last 
boldly  asked  for  the  fair  Miranda :  but  she  had  shut 
herself  into  her  lodging,  pleading  illness. 

"  A  plea,  fair  ladies,  which  little  availed  that  hapless 
dame :  for  no  sooner  had  the  Spaniards  retired  to 
rest,  leaving  (by  I  know  not  what  madness)  Mangora 
and  his  Indians  within,  than  they  were  awakened  by 
the  cry  of  fire,  the  explosion  of  their  magazine,  and  the 


118  HOW   BIDEFORD   BKIDGE 

inward   rush    of    the   four   thousand   from   the   marsh 
outside. 

"  Why  pain  jour  gentle  ears  with  details  of 
slaughter  ?  A  few  fearful  minutes  sufficed  to  extermi- 
nate  my  bewildered  and  unarmed  countrymen,  to  bind 
the  only  survivors,  Miranda  (innocent  cause  of  the  whole 
tragedy)  and  four  other  women  with  their  infants,  and 
to  lead  them  awray  in  triumph  across  the  forests  toward 
the  Indian  town. 

"  Stunned  by  the  suddenness  of  the  evils  which  had 
passed,  and  still  more  by  the  thought  of  those  worse 
which  were  to  come  (as  she  too  well  foresaw),  Miranda 
travelled  all  night  through  the  forest,  and  was  brought 
in  triumph  at  day-dawn  before  the  Indian  king  to 
receive  her  doom.  Judge  of  her  astonishment,  when,  on 
looking  up,  she  saw  that  he  wras  not  Mangora. 

"  A  ray  of  hope  flashed  across  her,  and  she  asked 
where  he  was. 

"  '  He  was  slain  last  night,'  said  the  king ;  '  and  I,  his 
brother  Siripa,  am  now  Cacique  of  the  Timbuez.' 

"  It  w7as  true ;  Lara,  maddened  with  drink,  rage,  and 
wounds,  had  caught  up  his  sword,  rushed  into  the  thick 
of  the  fight,  singled  out  the  traitor,  and  slain  him  on 
the  spot ;  and  then,  forgetting  safety  .in  revenge,  had 
continued  to  plunge  his  sword  into  the  corpse,  heedh 
of  the  blows  of  the  savages,  till  he  fell  pierced  with 
a  hundred  wounds. 

"  A  ray  of  hope,  as  I  said,  flashed  across  the  wretched 
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Miranda  for  a  moment :  but  the  next  she  found  that  she 
had  been  freed  from  one  bandit  only  to  be  delivered  to 
another. 

"  'Yes/  said  the  new  king  in  broken  Spanish;  'my 
brother  played  a  bold  stake,  and  lost  it:  but  it  was 
well  worth  the  risk,  and  he  showed  his  wisdom  thereby. 
You  cannot  be  his  queen  now :  you  must  content  your- 
self with  being  mine.' 

"  Miranda,  desperate,  answered  him  with  every  fierce 
taunt  which  she  could  invent  against  his  treachery 
and  his  crime ;  and  asked  him,  how  he  came  to  dream 
that  the  wife  of  a  Christian  Spaniard  would  condescend 
to  become  the  mistress  of  a  heathen  savage ;  hoping, 
unhappy  lady,  to  exasperate  him  into  killing  her  on  the 
spot.  But  in  vain  ;  she  only  prolonged  thereby  her 
own  misery.  For,  whether  it  was,  ladies,  that  the  novel 
sight  of  divine  virtue  and  beauty  awed,  (as  it  may  have 
awed  me  ere  now,)  where  it  had  just  before  maddened ; 
or  whether  some  dream  crossed  the  savage,  (as  it  may 
have  crossed  me  ere  now,)  that  he  could  make  the 
wisdom  of  a  mortal  angel  help  his  ambition,  as  well  as 
her  beauty  his  happiness ;  or  whether  (which  I  will  never 
believe  of  one  of  those  dark  children  of  the  devil,  though 
I  can  boldly  assert  it  of  myself)  some  spark  of  boldness 
within  him  made  him  too  proud  to  take  by  force  what 
he  could  not  win  by  persuasion,  certain  it  is,  as  the 
Indians  themselves  confessed  afterwards,  that  the  savage 
only  answered  her  by  smiles ;    and  bidding  his  men 
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unbind  her,  told  her  that  she  was  no  slave  of  his,  and 
that  it  only  lay  with  her  to  become  the  sovereign  of  him 
and  all  his  vassals ;  assigned  her  a  hut  to  herself,  loaded 
her  with  savage  ornaments,  and  for  several  weeks, 
treated  her  with  no  less  courtesy  (so  miraculous  is  the 
power  of  love)  than  if  he  had  been  a  cavalier  of  Castile. 

"  Three  months  and  more,  ladies,  as  I  have  heard, 
passed  in  this  misery,  and  every  day  Miranda  grew  more 
desperate  of  all  deliverance,  and  saw  staring  her  in  the 
face  nearer  and  nearer,  some  hideous  and  shameful  end ; 
when  one  day  going  down  with  the  wives  of  the 
Cacique  to  draw  water  in  the  river,  she  saw  on  the 
opposite  bank  a  white  man  in  a  tattered  Spanish  dress, 
with  a  drawn  sword  in  his  hand ;  who  had  no  sooner 
espied  her,  than  shrieking  her  name,  he  plunged  into 
the  stream,  swam  across,  landed  at  her  feet,  and  clasped 
her  in  his  arms.  It  was  no  other,  ladies,  incredible  as 
it  may  seem,  than  Don  Sebastian  himself,  who  had 
returned  with  Euiz  Moschera  to  the  tower,  and  found  it 
only  a  charred  and  bloodstained  heap  of  ruins. 

"  He  guessed,  as  by  inspiration,  what  had  passed,  and 
whither  his  lady  was  gone  ;  and  without  a  thought 
of  danger,  like  a  true  Spanish  gentleman,  and  a  true 
Spanish  lover,  darted  off  alone  into  the  forest,  and, 
guided  only  by  the  inspiration  of  his  own  loyal  heart, 
found  again  his  treasure,  and  found  it  still  unstained 
and  his  own. 

"  Who  can  describe  the  joy,  and  who  again  the  terror, 
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of  their  meeting  ?  The  Indian  women  had  fled  in  fear, 
and  for  the  short  ten  minutes  that  the  lovers  were 
left  together,  life,  be  sure,  was  one  long  kiss.  But 
what  to  do  they  knew  not.  To  go  inland  was  to  rush 
into  the  enemy's  arms.  He  would  have  swum  with 
her  across  the  river,  and  attempted  it ;  but  his  strength, 
worn  out  with  hunger  and  travel,  failed  him  ;  he 
drew  her  with  difficulty  on  shore  again,  and  sat  down 
by  her  to  await  their  doom  with  prayer,  the  first 
and  last  resource  of  virtuous  ladies,  as  weapons  are  of 
cavaliers. 

"  Alas  for  them !  May  no  true  lovers  ever  have  to 
weep  over  joys  so  soon  lost,  after  having  been  so  hardly 
found !  For,  ere  a  quarter  of  an  hour  was  passed,  the 
Indian  women,  who  had  fled  at  his  approach,  returned 
with  all  the  warriors  of  the  tribe.  Don  Sebastian, 
desperate,  would  have  fain  slain  his  wife  and  himself  on 
the  spot :  but  his  hand  sank  again — and  whose  would 
not  but  an  Indian's  ? — as  he  raised  it  against  that  fair 
and  faithful  breast ;  in  a  few  minutes  he  was  sur- 
rounded, seized  from  behind,  disarmed,  and  carried  in 
triumph  into  the  village.  And  if  you  cannot  feel  for 
him  in  that  misery,  fair  ladies,  who  have  known  no 
sorrow,  yet  I,  a  prisoner,  can." 

Don  Guzman  paused  a  moment,  as  if  overcome  by 
emotion ;  and  I  will  not  say  that,  as  he  paused,  he  did 
not  look  to  see  if  Rose  Salterne's  eyes  were  on  him, 
as  indeed  they  were. 
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"  Yes,  I  can  feel  with  him ;  I  can  estimate,  better 
than  you,  ladies,  the  greatness  of  that  love  which  could 
submit  to  captivity;  to  the  loss  of  his  sword;  to  the 
loss  of  that  honour,  which,  ne^t  to  God  and  his  mother, 
is  the  true  Spaniard's  deity.  There  are  those  who  have 
suffered  that  shame  at  the  hands  of  valiant  gentlemen," 
(and  again  Don  Guzman  looked  up  at  Rose,)  "  and  yet 
would  have  sooner  died  a  thousand  deaths  :  but  he 
dared  to  endure  it  from  the  hands  of  villains,  sav 
heathens ;  for  he  was  a  true  Spaniard,  and  therefore 
a  true  lover :  but  I  will  go  on  with  my  tale. 

"  This  wretched  pair,  then,  as  I  have  been  told  by 
Ruiz  Moschera  himself,  stood  together  before  the  Ca- 
cique. He,  like  a  true  child  of  the  devil,  comprehend- 
ing in  a  moment  who  Don  Sebastian  was,  laughed 
with  delight  at  seeing  his  rival  in  his  power,  and  bade 
bind  him  at  once  to  a  tree,  and  shoot  him  to  death  with 
arrows. 

"  But  the  poor  Miranda  sprang  forward,  and  threw 
herself  at  his  feet,  and  with  piteous  entreaties  besought 
for  mercy  from  him  who  knew  no  mercy. 

"  And  yet  love,  and  the  sight  of  her  beauty,  and  the 
terrible  eloquence  of  her  words,  while  she  invoked  on 
his  head  the  just  vengeance  of  Heaven,  wrought  even  on 
his  heart :  nevertheless  the  pleasure  of  seeing  her,  who 
had  so  long  scorned  him,  a  suppliant  at  his  was  too 

delicate  to  be  speedily  foregone  :   and  not  till  she  w 
all  but  blind  with  tears,  and  dumb  with  agony  of  plead 
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ing,  did  lie  make  answer,  that  if  she  would  consent  to 
become  his  wife,  her  husband's  life  should  be  spared. 
She,  in  her  haste  and  madness,  sobbed  out  desperately 
I  know  not  what  consent.  Don  Sebastian,  who  un- 
derstood, if  not  the  language,  still  the  meaning  (so 
had  love  quickened  his  understanding),  shrieked  to  her 
not  to  lose  her  precious  soul  for  the  sake  of  his  worth- 
less body ;  that  death  was  nothing  compared  to  the 
horror  of  that  shame ;  and  such  other  words  as  became 
a  noble  and  valiant  gentleman.  She,  shuddering  now 
at  her  own  frailty,  would  have  recalled  her  promise : 
but  Siripa  kept  her  to  it,  vowing,  if  she  disappointed 
him  again,  such  a  death  to  her  husband  as  made  her 
blood  run  cold  to  hear  of;  and  the  wretched  woman 
could  only  escape  for  the  present  by  some  story,  that  it 
was  not  the  custom  of  her  race  to  celebrate  nuptials  till 
a  month  after  the  betrothment ;  that  the  anger  of  Hea- 
ven would  be  on  her,  unless  she  first  performed  in 
solitude  certain  religious  rites ;  and  lastly,  that  if  he 
dared  to  lay  hands  on  her  husband,  she  would  die  so 
resolutely,  that  every  drop  of  water  should  be  deep 
enough  to  drown  her,  every  thorn  sharp  enough  to  stab 
her  to  the  heart :  till  fearing  lest  by  demanding  too 
much  he  should  lose  all,  and  awed  too,  as  he  had  been 
at  first,  by  a  voice  and  looks  which  seemed  to  be,  in 
comparison  with  his  own,  divine,  Siripa  bade  her  go 
back  to  her  hut,  promising  her  husband  life :  but  pro- 
mising too,   that  if  he  ever  found  the  two  speaking 
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together,  even  for  a  moment,  he  would  pour  out  on  them 
both  all  the  cruelty  of  those  tortures  in  which  the  devil, 
their  father,  has  so  perfectly  instructed  the  Indians. 

"  So  Don  Sebastian,  being  stripped  of  his  garments, 
and  {minted  after  the  Indian  fashion,  was  set  to  all  mean 
and  toilsome  work,  amid  the  buffetings  and  insults  of 
the  whole  village.  And  this,  ladies,  he  endured  without 
a  murmur,  ay,  took  delight  in  enduring  it,  as  he  would 
have  endured  things  worse  a  thousand  times,  only  for 
the  sake,  like  a  true  lover  as  he  was,  of  being  near  the 
goddess  whom  he  worshipped,  and  of  seeing  her  now 
and  then  afar  off,  happy  enough  to  be  repaid  even  by 
that  for  all  indignities. 

"  And  yet,  you  who  have  loved  may  well  guess,  as 
I  can,  that  ere  a  week  had  passed,  Don  Sebastian  and 
the  Lady  Miranda  had  found  means,  in  spite  of  all  spite- 
ful eyes,  to  speak  to  each  other  once  and  again ;  and 
to  assure  each  other  of  their  love ;  even  to  talk  of 
escape,  before  the  month's  grace  should  be  expired. 
And  Miranda,  whose  heart  was  full  of  courage  as  loug 
as  she  felt  her  husband  near  her,  went  so  far  as  to  plan 
a  means  of  escape  which  seemed  possible  and  hopeful. 

"  For  the  youngest  wife  of  the  Cacique,  who,  till 
Miranda's  coming,  had  been  his  favourite,  often  talked 
with  the  captive,  insulting  and  tormenting  her  in  hex 
spite  and  jealousy,  and  receiving  in  return  only  gentle 
and  conciliatory  words.  And  one  day,  when  the  woman 
had  been  threatening  to  kill  her,  Miranda  took  coura 
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to  say,  '  Do  you  fancy  that  I  shall  not  be  as  glad 
to  be  rid  of  your  husband,  as  you  to  be  rid  of  me? 
Why  kill  me  needlessly,  when  all  that  you  require  is 
to  get  me  forth  of  the  place?  Out  of  sight,  out  of 
mind.  When  I  am  gone,  your  husband  will  soon 
forget  me,  and  you  will  be  his  favourite  as  before/ 
Soon,  seeing  that  the  girl  was  inclined  to  listen,  she 
went  on  to  tell  her  of  her  love  to  Don  Sebastian,  en- 
treating and  adjuring  her,  by  the  love  which  she  bore 
the  Cacique,  to  pity  and  help  her ;  and  so  won  upon  the 
girl,  that  she  consented  to  be  privy  to  Miranda's  escape, 
and  even  offered  to  give  her  an  opportunity  of  speaking 
to  her  husband  about  it ;  and  at  last  was  so  won  over 
by  Miranda,  that  she  consented  to  keep  all  intruders 
out  of  the  way,  while  Don  Sebastian  that  very  night 
visited  Miranda  in  her  hut. 

"  The  hapless  husband,  thirsting  for  his  love,  was 
in  that  hut,  be  sure,  the  moment  that  kind  darkness 
covered  his  steps ; — and  what  cheer  these  two  made  of 
each  other,  when  they  once  found  themselves  together, 
lovers  must  fancy  for  themselves :  but  so  it  was,  that 
after  many  a  leave-taking,  there  was  no  departure ;  and 
when  the  night  was  well-nigh  past,  Sebastian  and 
Miranda  were  still  talking  together,  as  if  they  had  never 
met  before,  and  would  never  meet  again. 

"  But  it  befel,  ladies,  (would  that  I  was  not  speak- 
ing truth,  but  inventing,  that  I  might  have  invented 
something  merrier   for  your  ears,)  it  befel  that  very 
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night,  that  the  young  wife  of  the  Cacique,  whose  heart 
was  lifted  up  wTith  the  thought  that  her  rival  was  now 
at  last  disposed  of,  tried  all  her  wiles  to  win  back  her 
faithless  husband;  but  in  vain.  He  only  answered  her 
caresses  by  indifference,  then  by  contempt,  then  insults, 
then  blows,  (for  with  the  Indians,  woman  is  always 
a  slave,  or  rather  a  beast  of  burden.)  and  went  on  to 
draw  such  cruel  comparisons  between  her  dark  skin 
and  the  glorious  fairness  of  the  Spanish  lady,  that  the 
wretched  girl,  beside  herself  with  rage,  burst  out  at  last 
with  her  own  secret.  '  Fool  that  you  are  to  madden 
yourself  about  a  stranger  who  prizes  one  hair  of  her 
Spanish  husband's  head  more  than  your  whole  bod}- ! 
Much  does  your  new  bride  care  for  you!  She  is  at  this 
moment  in  her  husband's  arms  ! ' 

"  The  Cacique  screamed  furiously  to  know  what  she 
meant;  and  she,  her  jealousy  and  hate  of  the  guiltl 
lady  boiling  over  once  for  all,  bade  him,  if  he  doubted 
her,  go  see  for  himself. 

"  What  use  of  many  words  ?  They  were  taken. 
Love,  or  rather  lust,  repelled,  turned  in  a  moment  into 
devilish  hate;  and  the  Cacique,  summoning  his  Indian 
bade,  them  bind  the  wretched  Don  Sebastian  to  a  tree, 
and  there  inflict  on  him  the  lingering  death  to  which  he 
had  at  first  been  doomed.  For  Miranda  he  had  more 
exquisite  cruelty  in  store.  And  shall  I  tell  it?  V 
ladies,  for  the  honour  of  1<>w  and  of  Spain,  and  for  a 
justification  of  those  cruelties  against  the  Indians  which 
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are  so  falsely  imputed  to  our  most  Christian  nation,  it 
shall  be  told :  he  delivered  the  wretched  lady  over  to 
the  tender  mercies  of  his  wives ;  and  what  they  were, 
is  neither  fit  for  me  to  tell,  or  you  to  hear. 

"  The  two  wretched  lovers  cast  themselves  upon  each 
other's  necks ;  drank  each  others  salt  tears  with  the  last 
kisses ;  accused  themselves  as  the  cause  of  each  other's 
death ;  and  then,  rising  above  fear  and  grief,  broke  out 
into  triumph  at  thus  dying  for  and  with  each  other ;  and 
proclaiming  themselves  the  martyrs  of  love,  commended 
their  souls  to  God,  and  then  stepped  joyfully  and  proudly 
to  their  doom." 

"And  what  was  that?"  asked  half  a  dozen  trembling 
voices. 

"  Don  Sebastian,  as  I  have  said,  was  shot  to  death 
with  arrows ;  but  as  for  the  lady  Miranda,  the  wretches 
themselves  confessed  afterwards,  when  they  received 
due  vengeance  for  their  crimes  (as  they  did  receive  it), 
that  after  all  shameful  and  horrible  indignities,  she  was 
bound  to  a  tree,  and  there  burned  slowly  in  her  hus- 
band's sight,  stifling  her  shrieks  lest  they  should  wring 
his  heart  by  one  additional  pang,  and  never  taking 
her  eyes,  to  the  last,  off  that  beloved  face.  And  so 
died  (but  not  unavenged)  Sebastian  de  Hurtado  and 
Lucia  Miranda,  —  a  Spanish  husband  and  a  Spanish 
wife." 

The  Don  paused,  and  the  ladies  were  silent  awhile ; 
for,  indeed,  there  was  many  a  gentle  tear  to  be  dried : 
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but  at  last  Mrs.  St.  Leger  spoke,  half,  it  seemed,  to 
turn  off  the  too  painful  impression  of  the  over-true 
tale,  the  outlines  whereof  may  be  still  read  in  old 
Charlevoix. 

"  You  have  told  a  sad  and  a  noble  tale,  Sir,  and  told 
it  well :  but,  though  your  story  was  to  set  forth  a  per- 
fect husband,  it  has  ended  rather  by  setting  forth  a  per- 
fect wife." 

"And  if  I  have  forgotten,  Madam,  in  praising  her 
to  praise  him  also,  have  I  not  done  that  which  would 
have  best  pleased  his  heroical  and  chivalrous  spirit  ? 
He,  be  sure,  would  have  forgotten  his  own  virtue  in  the 
light  of  hers ;  and  lie  would  have  wished  me,  I  doubt 
not,  to  do  the  same  also.  And  beside,  Madam,  where 
ladies  are  the  theme,  who  has  time  or  heart  to  cast 
one  thought  upon  their  slaves?"  And  the  Don  made 
one  of  his  deliberate  and  highly-finished  bows. 

"  Don  Guzman  is  courtier  enough,  as  far  as  compli- 
ments go/'  said  one  of  the  young  ladies;  "but  it  was 
hardly  courtierlike  of  him  to  find  us  so  sad  an  entertain- 
ment, upon  a  merry  evening." 

"  Yes,"  said  another;  "we  must  ask  him  for  no  more 
stories." 

"  Or  songs  either,"  said  a  third.  "  I  fear  he  knows 
none  but  about  forsaken  maidens  and  despairing 
lovers." 

"  I  know  nothing  at  all  about  forsaken  ladies,  Madam; 
because  ladies  are  never  forsaken  in  Spain." 
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"  Nor  about  lovers  despairing  there,  I  suppose?" 

"  That  good  opinion  of  ourselves,  Madam,  with  which 
you  English  are  pleased  to  twit  us  now  and  then, 
always  prevents  so  sad  a  state  of  mind.  For  myself, 
I  have  had  little  to  do  with  love :  but  I  have  had  still 
less  to  do  with  despair ;  and  intend,  by  help  of  Heaven, 
to  have  less." 

"  You  are  valiant,  Sir." 

"  You  would  not  have  me  a  coward,  Madam  ?"  and 
so  forth. 

Now  all  this  time  Don  Guzman  had  been  talking  at 
Rose  Salterne,  and  giving  her  the  very  slightest  hint, 
every  now  and  then,  that  he  was  talking  at  her ;  till 
the  poor  girl's  face  was  all  crimson  with  pleasure,  and 
she  gave  herself  up  to  the  spell.  He  loved  her  still : 
perhaps  he  knew  that  she  loved  him :  he  must  know 
some  day.  She  felt  now  that  there  was  no  escape  ;  she 
was  almost  glad  to  think  that  there  was  none. 

The  dark  handsome  stately  face ;  the  melodious 
voice,  with  its  rich  Spanish  accent;  the  quiet  grace 
of  the  gestures ;  the  wild  pathos  of  the  story ;  even 
the  measured  and  inflated  style,  as  of  one  speaking 
of  another  and  a  loftier  world ;  the  chivalrous  respect 
and  admiration  for  woman,  and  for  faithfulness  to 
woman — what  a  man  he  was !  If  he  had  been  pleasant 
heretofore,  he  was  now  enchanting.  All  the  ladies 
round  felt  that,  she  could  see,  as  much  as  she  herself 
did :  no,  not  quite  as  much,   she  hoped.     She  surely 

VOL.   II.  K 
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understood  him,  and  felt  for  his  loneliness  more  than 
any  of  them — Had  she  not  been  feeling  for  it  through 
long  and  sad  months?  But  it  was  she  whom  he 
was  thinking  of,  she  whom  he  was  speaking  to,  all 
along.  Oh,  why  had  the  tale  ended  so  soon?  She 
would  gladly  have  sat  and  wept  her  eyes  out  till  mid- 
night over  one  melodious  misery  after  another :  but 
she  was  quite  wise  enough  to  keep  her  secret  to  herself; 
and  sat  behind  the  rest,  with  greedy  eyes  and  demure 
lips,  full  of  strange  and  new  happiness — or  misery ;  she 
knew  not  which  to  call  it. 

In  the  meanwhile,  as  it  was  ordained,  Cary  could  see 
and  hear  through  the  window  of  the  hall  a  good  deal 
of  what  was  going  on. 

"  How  that  Spanish  crocodile  ogles  the  Rose !"  whis- 
pered he  to  young  St.  Leger. 

"  What  wonder  ?  He  is  not  the  first  by  many 
a  one." 

"  Ay — but — By  heaven,  she  is  making  side-shots 
at  him  with  those  languishing  eyes  of  hers,  the  little 
baggage !" 

"  What  wonder  ?  He  is  not  the  first,  say  I,  and 
won't  be  the  last.     Pass  the  wine,  man." 

"  I  have  had  enough :  between  sack  and  singing,  my 
head  is  as  mazed  as  a  dizzy  sheep.     Let  me  slip  out." 

"  Not  yet,  man ;  remember  you  are  bound  for  one 
song  more." 

So  Cary,  against  his  will,  sat  and  sang  another  song ; 
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and  in  the  meanwhile  the  party  had  broken  up,  and 
wandered  away  by  twos  and  threes,  among  trim  gar- 
dens, and  pleasannces,  and  clipped  yew-walks — 

'  Where  west-winds  with  musky  wing 
About  the  cedarn  alleys  fling 
Nard  and  cassia's  balmy  smells — ' 

admiring  the  beauty  of  that  stately  place,  long  since 
passed  into  other  hands,  and  fallen  to  decay ;  but  then, 
(if  old  Prince  speaks  true,)  one  of  the  noblest  mansions 
of  the  west. 

At  last  Gary  got  away  and  out ;  sober,  but  just  enough 
flushed  with  wine  to  be  ready  for  any  quarrel ;  and 
luckily  for  him,  had  not  gone  twenty  yards  along  the 
great  terrace  before  he  met  Lady  Grenvile- 
"  Has  your  Ladyship  seen  Don  Guzman?" 
"  Yes — why  where  is  he  ?     He  was  with  me  not  ten 
minutes  ago.     You  know  he  is  going  back  to  Spain." 
"  Going!     Has  his  ransom  come?" 
"  Yes,  and  with  it  a  governorship  in  the  Indies." 
"  Governorship  ?  Much  good  may  it  do  the  governed." 
"  Why  not,  then  ?    He  is  surely  a  most  gallant  gen- 
tleman." 

"  Gallant  enough — yes,"  said  Cary,  carelessly.  "  I 
must  find  him,  and  congratulate  him  on  his  honours." 

"  I  will  help  you  to  find  him,"  said  Lady  Grenvile, 
whose  woman's  eye  and  ear  had  already  suspected 
something.     "  Escort  me,  Sir." 

K  2 
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"  It  is  but  too  great  an  honour  to  squire  the  Queen  of 
Bideford,"  said  Caiy,  offering  his  hand. 

"  If  I  am  your  queen,  Sir,  I  must  be  obeyed,"  an- 
swered she  in  a  meaning  tone.  Cary  took  the  hint,  and 
went  on  chattering  cheerfully  enough. 

But  Don  Guzman  was  not  to  be  found  in  garden  or 
in  pleasaunce. 

"  Perhaps,"  at  last  said  a  burgher's  wife,  with  a  toss 
of  her  head,  "your  Ladyship  may  meet  with  him  at 
Hankford's  oak/' 

"  At  Hankford's  oak  ?  what  should  take  him 
there  ?" 

"  Pleasant  company,  I  reckon  ;w  (with  another  toss.) 
"  I  heard  him  and  Mistress  Salterne  talking  about  the 
oak  just  now." 

Cary  turned  pale,  and  drew  in  his  breath. 

"  Very  likely,"  said  Lady  Grenvile,  quietly.  "  Will 
you  walk  with  me  so  far,  Mr.  Cary?" 

"  To  the  world's  end,  if  your  Ladyship  condescends 
so  far."  And  off  they  went,  Lady  Grenvile  wishing 
that  they  were  going  anywhere  else,  but  afraid  to  let 
Cary  go  alone ;  and  suspecting,  too,  that  some  one  or 
other  ought  to  go. 

So  they  went  down  past  the  herds  of  deer,  by  a  trim- 
kept  path  into  the  lonely  dell  whore  stood  the  fatal 
oak ;  and,  as  they  went,  Lady  Grenvile,  to  avoid  more 
unpleasant  talk,  poured  into  Cary's  unheeding  ears  the 
story  (which  he  probably  had  heard  fifty  times  before), 
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how  old  Chief-justice  Hankford  (whom  some  contradic- 
tory myths  make  the  man  who  committed  Prince  Henry 
to  prison  for  striking  him  on  the  bench)  weary  of  life, 
and  sickened  at  the  horrors  and  desolations  of  the  wars 
of  the  Roses,  went  down  to  his  house  at  Annery  there, 
and  "bade  his  keeper  shoot  any  man  who,  passing 
through  the  deer-park  at  night,  should  refuse  to  stand 
when  challenged ;  and  then  going  down  into  that  glen 
himself,  and  hiding  himself  beneath  that  oak,  met 
willingly  by  his  keeper's  hand  the  death  which  his  own 
dared  not  inflict :  but  ere  the  story  was  half  done,  Cary 
grasped  Lady  Grenvile's  hand  so  tightly  that  she  gave 
a  little  shriek  of  pain. 

"There  they  are!"  whispered  he,  heedless  of  her; 
and  pointed  to  the  oak,  where,  half  hidden  by  the  tall 
fern,  stood  Rose  and  the  Spaniard. 

Her  head  was  on  his  bosom.  She  seemed  sobbing, 
trembling  ;  he  talking  earnestly  and  passionately  ;  but 
Lady  Grenvile's  little  shriek  made  them  both  look  up. 
To  turn  and  try  to  escape  was  to  confess  all ;  and  the 
two,  collecting  themselves  instantly,  walked  towards 
her,  Rose  wishing  herself  fathoms  deep  beneath  the 
earth. 

"  Mind,  Sir,"  whispered  Lady  Grenvile  as  they  came 
up ;  "  you  have  seen  nothing." 

"Madam?" 

"  If  you  are  not  on  my  ground,  you  are  on  my 
brother's.     Obey  me  \n 
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Cary  bit  his  lip,  and  bowed  courteously  to  the 
Don. 

"  I  have  to  congratulate  you,  I  hear,  Serior,  on  your 
approaching  departure." 

"  I  kiss  your  hands,  Seiior,  in  return ;  but  I  question 
whether  it  be  a  matter  of  congratulation,  considering  all 
that  I  leave  behind." 

"  So  do  I,"  answered  Cary,  bluntly  enough,  and  the 
four  walked  back  to  the  house,  Lady  Grenvile  taking 
everything  for  granted  with  the  most  charming  good 
humour,  and  chatting  to  her  three  silent  companions  till 
they  gained  the  terrace  once  more,  and  found  four  or 
five  of  the  gentlemen,  with  Sir  Richard  at  their  head, 
proceeding  to  the  bowling-green. 

Lady  Grenvile,  in  an  agony  of  fear  about  the  quarrel 
which  she  knew  must  come,  would  have  gladly  whis- 
pered five  words  to  her  husband :  but  she  dared  not  do  it 
before  the  Spaniard,  and  dreaded  too  a  faint  or  a  scream 
from  the  Rose,  whose  father  was  of  the  party.  So  she 
walked  on  with  her  fair  prisoner,  commanding  Cary  to 
escort  them  in,  and  the  Spaniard  to  go  to  the  bowling- 
green. 

Cary  obeyed :  but  he  gave  her  the  slip  the  moment 
she  was  inside  the  door,  and  then  darted  off  to  the 
gentlemen. 

His  heart  was  on  fire :  all  his  old  passion  for  the  R' 
had  flashed  up  again  at  the  sight  of  her  with  a  lover ; — 
and  that  lover  a  Spaniard !     Tie  would  cut  his  throat 
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for  him,  if  steel  could  do  it  ?  Only  he  recollected  that 
Salterne  was  there,  and  shrank  from  exposing  Rose ; 
and  shrank  too,  as  every  gentleman  should,  from  making 
a  public  quarrel  in  another  man's  house.  Never  mind. 
Where  there  was  a  will  there  was  a  way.  He  could 
get  him  into  a  corner,  and  quarrel  with  him  privately 
about  the  cut  of  his  beard,  or  the  colour  of  his  ribbon. 
So  in  he  went ;  and,  luckily  or  unluckily,  found  standing 
together  apart  from  the  rest,  Sir  Richard,  the  Don,  and 
young  St.  Leger. 

"  Well,  Don  Guzman,  you  have  given  us  wine-bibbers 
the  slip  this  afternoon.  I  hope  you  have  been  well 
employed  in  the  meanwhile  ?  " 

"  Delightfully  to  myself,  Seiior,"  said  the  Don,  who, 
enraged  at  being  interrupted,  if  not  discovered,  was  as 
ready  to  fight  as  Cary,  but  disliked  of  course  an  ex- 
plosion as  much  as  he  did ;  "  and  to  others,  I  doubt 
not." 

"  So  the  ladies  say,"  quoth  St.  Leger.  "  He  has  been 
making  them  all  cry  with  one  of  his  stories,  and  robbing 
us  meanwhile  of  the  pleasure  we  had  hoped  for  from 
some  of  his  Spanish  songs." 

"  The  devil  take  Spanish  songs !"  said  Cary,  in  a  low 
voice,  but  loud  enough  for  the  Spaniard.  Don  Guzman 
clapt  his  hand  on  his  sword-hilt  instantly. 

"  Lieutenant  Cary,"  said  Sir  Richard  in  a  stern  voice  ; 
"the  wine  has  surely  made  you  forget  yourself!" 

"  As  sober  as  yourself,  most  worshipful  knight ;  but  if 
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you  want  a  Spanish  song,  here's  one ;  and  a  very  scurvy- 
one  it  is,  like  its  subject — 

"  Don  Desperado 

Walked  on  the  Prado, 
And  there  he  met  his  enemy. 

He  pulled  out  a  knife,  a, 

And  let  out  his  life,  a, 
And  fled  for  his  own  across  the  sea." 

And  he  bowed  low  to  the  Spaniard. 

The  insult  was  too  gross  to  require  any  spluttering. 

"  Seilor  Cary,  we  meet?" 

"  I  thank  your  quick  apprehension,  Don  Guzman 
Maria  Magdalena  Sotomayor  de  Soto.  When,  where, 
and  with  what  weapons?" 

"  For  God's  sake,  gentlemen  !  Nephew  Arthur,  Cary 
is  your  guest ;  do  you  know  the  meaning  of  this  ?" 

St.  Leger  was  silent.     Cary  answered  for  him. 

"  An  old  Irish  quarrel,  I  assure  you,  Sir.  A  matter 
of  years'  standing.  In  unlacing  the  Serior's  helmet,  the 
evening  that  he  was  taken  prisoner,  I  was  unlucky 
enough  to  twitch  his  mustachios.  You  recollect  the  fact, 
of  course,  Serior?" 

"Perfectly,"  said  the  Spaniard;  and  then,  half- 
amused  and  half-pleased,  in  spite  of  his  bitter  wrath, 
at  Cary's  quickness  and  delicacy  in  shielding  Rose,  he 
bowed,  and 

"  And  it  gives  me  much  pleasure  to  find  that  he 
whom  I  trust  to  have  the  privilege  of  killing  to-morrow 
morning,   is   a  gentleman  whose  nice  sense  of  honour 
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renders  liim  thoroughly  worthy  of  the  sword  of  a  De 
Soto." 

Cary  bowed  in  return,  while  Sir  Richard,  who  saw 
plainly  enough  that  the  excuse  was  feigned,  shrugged 
his  shoulders. 

"  What  weapons,  Senor?"  asked  Will  again. 

"I  should  have  preferred  a  horse  and  pistols,"  said 
Don  Guzman  after  a  moment,  half  to  himself,  and  in 
Spanish  ;  "  they  make  surer  work  of  it  than  bodkins  ;" 
but  (with  a  sigh  and  one  of  his  smiles)  "  beggars  must 
not  be  choosers." 

.    "  The  best  horse  in  my  stable  is  at  your  service, 
Senor,"  said  Sir  Richard  Grenvile  instantly. 

"  And  in  mine  also,  Senor,"  said  Cary  ;  "  and  I  shall 
be  happy  to  allow  you  a  week  to  train  him,  if  he  does 
not  answer  at  first  to  a  Spanish  hand." 

"  You  forget  in  your  courtesy,  gentle  Sir,  that  the 
insult  being  with  me,  the  time  lies  with  me  also.  We 
wipe  it  off  to-morrow  morning  with  simple  rapiers  and 
daggers.     Who  is  your  second  ?  " 

"Mr.  Arthur  St.  Leger  here,  Senor:  who  is  yours?" 

The  Spaniard  felt  himself  alone  in  the  world  for  one 
moment;  and  then  answered  with  another  of  his  smiles, 

V  Your  nation  possesses  the  soul  of  honour.  He  who 
fights  an  Englishman  needs  no  second." 

"  And  he  who  fights  among  Englishmen  will  always 
find  one,"  said  Sir  Richard.  "  I  am  the  fittest  second 
for  my  guest." 
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"  You  only  add  one  more  obligation,  illustrious 
cavalier,  to  a  two  years'  prodigality  of  favours,  which 
I  shall  never  be  able  to  repay." 

"  But,  Nephew  Arthur,"  said  Grenvile,  "  you  cannot 
surely  be  second  against  your  father's  guest,  and  your 
own  uncle." 

"  I  cannot  help  it,  Sir ;  I  am  bound  by  an  oath,  as 
Will  can  tell  you.  I  suppose  you  won't  think  it  neces- 
sary to  let  me  blood  ?  " 

"  You  half  deserve  it,  sirrah ! "  said  Sir  Richard,  who 
was  very  angry :  but  the  Don  interposed  quickly. 

"  Heaven  forbid,  Senors !  We  are  no  French  duel- 
lists, who  are  mad  enough  to  make  four  or  six  lives 
answer  for  the  sins  of  two.  This  gentleman  and  I  have 
quarrel  enough  between  us,  I  suspect,  to  make  a  right 
bloody  encounter." 

"  The  dependence  is  good  enough,  Sir,"  said  Cary, 
licking  his  sinful  lips  at  the  thought.  "  Very  well. 
Rapiers  and  shirts  at  three  to-morrow  morning — Is  that 
the  bill  of  fare  ?  Ask  Sir  Richard  where,  Atty  ?  It  is 
against  punctilio  now  for  me  to  speak  to  him  till  after 
I  am  killed." 

"  On  the  sands  opposite.  The  tide  will  be  out  at 
three.  And  now,  gallant  gentlemen,  let  us  join  the 
bowlers." 

And  so  they  went  back  and  spent  a  merry  evening, 
all  except  poor  Rose,  who,  ere  she  went  back,  had 
poured  all  her  sorrows  into  Lady  Grenvile' s  ear.     For 
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the  kind  woman,  knowing  that  she  was  motherless  and 
guileless,  carried  her  off  into  Mrs.  St.  Leger's  chamber, 
and  there  entreated  her  to  tell  the  truth,  and  heaped  her 
with  pity,  but  with  no  comfort.  For,  indeed,  what 
comfort  was  there  to  give  ? 

*  *  if:  %  5|i 

Three  o'clock,  upon  a  still  pure  bright  Midsummer 
morning.  A  broad  and  yellow  sheet  of  ribbed  tide-sands, 
through  which  the  shallow  river  wanders  from  one  hill- 
foot  to  the  other,  whispering  round  dark  knolls  of  rock, 
and  under  low  tree-fringed  cliffs,  and  banks  of  golden 
broom.  A  mile  below,  the  long  bridge  and  the  white 
walled  town,  all  sleeping  pearly  in  the  soft  haze,  beneath 
a  cloudless  vault  of  blue.  The  white  glare  of  dawn, 
which  last  night  hung  high  in  the  north-west,  has  tra- 
velled now  to  the  north-east,  and  above  the  wooded  wall 
of  the  hills  the  sky  is  flushing  with  rose  and  amber. 

A  long  line  of  gulls  goes  wailing  up  inland;  the 
rooks  from  Annery  come  cawing  and  sporting  round 
the  corner  at  Land-cross,  while  high  above  them  four 
or  five  herons  flap  solemnly  along  to  find  their  break- 
fast on  the  shallows.  The  pheasants  and  partridges 
are  clucking  merrily  in  the  long  wet  grass ;  every 
copse  and  hedge-row  rings  with  the  voice  of  birds  :  but 
the  lark,  who  has  been  singing  since  midnight  in  the 
"  blank  height  of  the  dark,"  suddenly  hushes  his  carol 
and  drops  headlong  among  the  corn,  as  a  broad-winged 
buzzard  swings  from  some  wooded  peak  into  the  abyss 
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of  the  valley,  and  hangs  high-poised  above  the  heaven- 
ward songster.  The  air  is  full  of  perfume ;  sweet 
clover,  new  mown  hay,  the  fragrant  breath  of  kine,  the 
dainty  scent  of  sea-weed  wreaths  and  fresh  wet  sand. 
Glorious  day,  glorious  place,  "  bridal  of  earth  and  sky," 
decked  well  with  bridal  garlands,  bridal  perfumes,  bridal 
songs, — What  do  those  four  cloaked  figures  there  by  the 
river  brink,  a  dark  spot  on  the  fair  face  of  the  summer 
morn  ? 

Yet  one  is  as  cheerful  as  if  he  too,  like  all  nature 
round  him,  were  going  to  a  wedding  ;  and  that  is  Will 
Cary.  He  has  been  bathing  down  below,  to  cool  his 
brain  and  steady  his  hand ;  and  he  intends  to  stop  Don 
Guzman  Maria  Magdalena  Sotomayor  de  Soto's  wooing 
for  ever  and  a  day.  The  Spaniard  is  in  a  very  different 
mood ;  fierce  and  haggard,  he  is  pacing  up  and  down 
the  sand.  He  intends  to  kill  Will  Cary :  but  then  ? 
Will  he  be  the  nearer  to  Rose  by  doing  so  ?  Can  lie 
stay  in  Bideford  ?  Will  she  go  with  him  ?  Shall  he 
stoop  to  stain  his  family  by  marrying  a  burgher's 
daughter  ?  It  is  a  confused,  all  but  desperate  business  ; 
and  Don  Guzman  is  certain  but  of  one  thing,  that  he  is 
madly  in  love  with  this  fair  witch,  and  that  if  she  refuse 
him,  then,  rather  than  see  her  accept  another  man,  he 
would  kill  her  with  his  own  hands. 

Sir  Richard  Grenvile  too  is  in  no  very  pleasant 
humour,  as  St.  Leger  soon  discovers,  when  the  two 
seconds  begin  whispering  over  their  arrangements. 
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"  We  cannot  have  either  of  them  killed,  Arthur." 

"  Mr.  Caiy  swears  he  will  kill  the  Spaniard,  Sir." 

"  He  shan't.  The  Spaniard  is  my  guest.  I  am 
answerable  for  him  to  Leigh,  and  for  his  ransom  too. 
And  how  can  Leigh  accept  the  ransom  if  the  man  is 
not  given  up  safe  and  sound  ?  They  won't  pay  for  a 
dead  carcase,  boy !  The  man's  life  is  worth  two  hun- 
dred pounds. " 

"  A  very  bad  bargain,  Sir,  for  those  who  pay  the 
said  two  hundred  for  the  rascal ;  but  what  if  he  kills 
Cary?" 

"  Worse  still.  Cary  must  not  be  killed.  I  am  very 
angry  with  him,  but  he  is  too  good  a  lad  to  be  lost; 
and  his  father  would  never  forgive  us.  We  must  strike 
up  their  swords  at  the  first  scratch." 

"  It  will  make  them  very  mad,  Sir." 

"  Hang  them  !  let  them  fight  us  then,  if  they  don't 
like  our  counsel.     It  must  be,  Arthur." 

"Be  sure,  Sir,"  said  Arthur,  "that  whatsoever  you 
shall  command,  I  shall  perform.  It  is  only  too  great 
an  honour  to  a  young  man  as  I  am,  to  find  myself  in  the 
same  duel  with  your  worship,  and  to  have  the  advantage 
of  your  wisdom  and  experience." 

Sir  Richard  smiles,  and  says — "  Now,  gentlemen ! 
are  you  ready?" 

The  Spaniard  pulls  out  a  little  crucifix,  and  kisses  it 
devoutly,  smiting  on  his  breast ;  crosses  himself  two  or 
three  times,  and  says — "Most  willingly,  Serior.". 
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Cary  kisses  no  crucifix,  but  says  a  prayer  never- 
theless. 

Cloaks  and  doublets  are  tossed  off,  the  men  placed,  the 
rapiers  measured  hilt  and  point ;  Sir  Richard  and  St. 
Leger  place  themselves  right  and  left  of  the  combatants, 
facing  each  other,  the  points  of  their  drawn  swords  on 
the  sand.  Cary  and  the  Spaniard  stand  for  a  moment 
quite  upright,  their  sword-arms  stretched  straight  before 
them,  holding  the  long  rapier  horizontally,  the  left  hand 
clutching  the  dagger  close  to  their  breasts.  So  they 
stand,  eye  to  eye,  with  clenched  teeth  and  pale  crushed 
lips,  while  men  might  count  a  score ;  St  Leger  can  hear 
the  beating  of  his  own  heart;  Sir  Richard  is  praying 
inwardly  that  no  life  may  be  lost.  Suddenly  there 
is  a  quick  turn  of  Cary's  wrist,  and  a  leap  forward. 
The  Spaniard's  dagger  flashes,  and  the  rapier  is  turned 
aside ;  Cary  springs  six  feet  back  as  the  Spaniard 
rushes  on  him  in  turn.  Parry,  thrust,  parry — the  steel 
rattles,  the  sparks  fly,  the  men  breathe  fierce  and  loud ; 
the  devil's  game  is  begun  in  earnest. 

Five  minutes  have  the  two  had  instant  death  a  short 
six  inches  off  from  those  wild  sinful  hearts  of  theirs,  and 
not  a  scratch  has  been  given.  Yes !  the  Spaniard's  rapier 
passes  under  Cary's  left  arm  ;  he  bleeds. 

"A  hit!  a  hit!  Strike  up,  Atty!"  and  the  swords 
are  struck  up  instantly. 

Cary,  nettled  by  the  smart,  tries  to  close  with  his  foe, 
but  the  seconds  cross  their  swords  before  him. 
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"  It  is  enough,  gentlemen.  Don  Guzman's  honour  is 
satisfied ! " 

"  But  not  my  revenge,  Sefior,"  says  the  Spaniard, 
with  a  frown.  "  This  duel  is  a  Voutrance,  on  my  part ; 
and,  I  believe,  on  Mr.  Gary's  also." 

"  By  heaven  it  is  ! "  says  Will,  trying  to  push  past. 
"  Let  me  go,  Arthur  St.  Leger ;  one  of  us  must  down. 
Let  me  go,  I  say ! " 

"  If  you  stir,  Mr.  Cary,  you  have  to  do  with  Richard 
Grenvile ! "  thunders  the  lion  voice.  "  I  am  angry  enough 
with  you  for  having  brought  on  this  duel  at  all.  Don't 
provoke  me  still  further,  young  hot-head ! H 

Cary  stops  sulkily. 

"  You  do  not  know  all,  Sir  Richard,  or  you  would  not 
speak  in  this  way." 

"I  do,  Sir,  all :  and  I  shall  have  the  honour  of  talking 
it  over  with  Don  Guzman  myself." 

"Hey?"  said  the  Spaniard.  "You  came  here  as 
my  second,  Sir  Richard,  as  I  understood :  but  not  as  my 
counsellor." 

"  Arthur,  take  your  man  away  !  Cary !  obey  me  as 
you  would  your  father,  Sir !  Can  you  not  trust  Richard 
Grenvile  ?  " 

"Come  away,  for  God's  sake!"  says  poor  Arthur, 
dragging  Cary's  sword  from  him ;  "Sir  Richard  must 
know  best ! " 

So  Cary  is  led  off  sulking,  and  Sir  Richard  turns  to 
the  Spaniard, 
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"  And  now,  Don  Guzman,  allow  me,  though  much 
against  my  will,  to  speak  to  you  as  a  friend  to  a  friend. 
You  will  pardon  me  if  I  say  that  I  cannot  but  have 
seen  last  night's  devotion  to " 

"  You  will  be  pleased,  Senor,  not  to  mention  the 
name  of  any  lady  to  whom  I  may  have  shown  devotion. 
I  am  not  accustomed  to  have  my  little  affairs  talked 
over  by  any  unbidden  counsellors." 

"  Well,  Senor,  if  you  take  offence,  you  take  that  which 
is  not  given.  Only  I  warn  you,  with  all  apologies  for  any 
seeming  forwardness,  that  the  quest  on  which  you  seem  to 
be,  is  one  on  which  you  will  not  be  allowed  to  proceed." 

"  And  who  will  stop  me?"  asked  the  Spaniard  with 
a  fierce  oath. 

"  You  are  not  aware,  illustrious  Senor,"  said  Sir 
Richard,  parrying  the  question,  "  that  our  English  laity 
look  upon  mixed  marriages  with  full  as  much  dislike  as 
your  own  ecclesiastics." 

"  Marriage,  Sir  ?  Who  gave  you  leave  to  mention 
that  word  to  me  ?" 

Sir  Richard's  brow  darkened;  the  Spaniard,  in  his 
insane  pride,  had  forced  upon  the  good  knight  a  suspicion 
which  was  not  really  just. 

"  Is  it  possible,  then,  Senor  Don  Guzman,  that  I  am 
to  have  the  shame  of  mentioning  a  baser  word?" 

"Mention  what  you  will,  Sir.  All  words  are  the 
same  to  me;  for,  just  or  unjust,  I  shall  answer  them 
alike  only  by  my  sword."  / 
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"  You  will  do  no  such  thing,  Sir.  You  forget  that  I 
am  your  host." 

"  And  do  you  suppose  that  you  have  therefore  a  right 
to  insult  me  ?     Stand  on  your  guard,  Sir ! " 

Grenvile  answered  by  slapping  his  own  rapier  home 
into  the  sheath  with  a  quiet  smile. 

"  Sefior  Don  Guzman  must  be  well  enough  aware  of 
who  Richard  Grenvile  is,  to  know  that  he  may  claim 
the  right  of  refusing  duel  to  any  man,  if  he  shall  so 
think  fit." 

"  Sir  I"  cried  the  Spaniard  with  an  oath,  "  this  is  too 
much!  Do  you  dare  to  hint  that  I  am  unworthy  of 
your  sword?  Know,  insolent  Englishman,  I  am  not 
merely  a  De  Soto, — though  that,  by  St.  James,  were 
enough  for  you  or  any  man.    I  a  Sotomayor,  a  Mendoza, 

a  Bovadilla,  a  Losada,  a Sir !    I  have  blood  royal 

in  my  veins,  and  you  dare  to  refuse  my  challenge?" 

"  Richard  Grenvile  can  show  quarterings,  probably, 
against  even  Don  Guzman  Maria  Magdalena  Sotomayor 
de  Soto,  or  against  (with  no  offence  to  the  unquestioned 
nobility  of  your  pedigree)  the  bluest  blood  of  Spain. 
But  he  can  show,  moreover,  thank  God,  a  reputation 
which  raises  him  as  much  above  the  imputation  of 
cowardice,  as  it  does  above  that  of  discourtesy.  If  you 
think  fit,  Sefior,  to  forget  what  you  have  just,  in  very 
excusable  anger,  vented,  and  to  return  with  me,  you 
will|find  me  still,  as  ever,  your  most  faithful  servant  and 
host.     If  otherwise,  you  have  only  to  name  whither  you 

VOL.  II.  L 
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wish  your  mails  to  be  sent,  and  I  shall,  with  unfeigned 
sorrow,  obey  your  commands  concerning  them." 

The  Spaniard  bowed  stiffly,  answered,  "  To  the 
nearest  tavern,  Serior,"  and  then  strode  away.  His 
baggage  was  sent  thither.  He  took  a  boat  down  to 
Appledore  that  very  afternoon,  and  vanished,  none 
knew  whither.  A  very  courteous  note  to  Lady  Gren- 
vile,  enclosing  the  jewel  which  he  had  been  used  to 
wear  round  his  neck,  was  the  only  memorial  he  left 
behind  him :  except,  indeed,  the  scar  on  Cary's  arm, 
and  poor  Rose's  broken  heart. 

Now  county  towns  are  scandalous  places  at  best ;  and 
though  all  parties  tried  to  keep  the  duel  secret,  yet,  of 
course,  before  noon  all  Bideford  knew  what  had  hap- 
pened, and  a  great  deal  more;  and  what  was  even 
worse,  Rose,  in  an  agony  of  terror,  had  seen  Sir  Richard 
Grenvile  enter  her  father's  private  room,  and  sit  there 
closeted  with  him  for  an  hour  and  more ;  and  when  he 
went,  upstairs  came  old  Salterne,  with  his  stick  in  his 
hand,  and  after  rating  her  soundly  for  far  worse  than  a 
flirt,  gave  her  (I  am  sorry  to  have  to  say  it,  but  such 
was  the  mild  fashion  of  paternal  rule  in  those  times, 
even  over  such  daughters  as  Lady  Jane  Grey,  if  Roger 
Ascham  is  to  be  believed)  such  a  beating  that  her  poor 
sides  were  black  and  blue  for  many  a  day ;  and  then, 
putting  her  on  a  pillion  behind  him,  carried  her  off 
twenty  miles  to  her  old  prison  at  Stow  Mill,  command- 
ing her  aunt  to  tame  down  her  saucy  blood  with  bread 
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of  affliction  and  water  of  affliction.  Which  commands 
were  willingly  enough  fulfilled  by  the  old  dame,  who 
had  always  borne  a  grudge  against  Eose  for  being  rich 
while  she  was  poor,  and  pretty  while  her  daughter  was 
plain ;  so  that  between  flouts,  and  sneers,  and  watchings, 
and  pretty  open  hints  that  she  was  a  disgrace  to  her 
family,  and  no  better  than  she  should  be,  the  poor  inno- 
cent child  watered  her  couch  with  her  tears  for  a  fort- 
night or  more,  stretching  out  her  hands  to  the  wide 
Atlantic,  and  calling  wildly  to  Don  Guzman  to  return 
and  take  her  where  he  would,  and  she  would  live  for 
him  and  die  for  him ;  and  perhaps  she  did  not  call  in 
vain. 


l2 


CHAPTER  V. 

HOW   THE   GOLDEN   HIND    CAME    HOME   AGAIN. 

"  The  spirits  of  your  fathers 

Shall  start  from  every  wave; 

For  the  deck  it  was  their  field  of  fame, 

And  ocean  was  their  grave." 

Campbell. 

"  So  you  see,  my  dear  Mrs.  Hawkins,  having  the 
silver,  as  your  own  eyes  show  you,  beside  the  ores  of 
lead,  manganese,  and  copper,  and  above  all  this  gossan, 
(as  the  Cornish  call  it,)  which  I  suspect  to  be  not  merely 
the  matrix  of  the  ore,  but  also  the  very  crude  form  and 
materia  prima  of  all  metals — you  mark  me  ? — If  my 
recipes,  which  I  had  from  Doctor  Dee,  succeed  only 
half  so  well  as  I  expect,  then  I  refine  out  the  Luna,  the 
silver,  lay  it  by,  and  transmute  the  remaining  ores  into 
Sol,  gold.  Whereupon  Peru  and  Mexico  become  super- 
fluities, and  England  the  mistress  of  the  globe.  Strange, 
no  doubt;  distant,  no  doubt:  but  possible,  my  dear 
Madam,  possible ! " 

"And  what  good  to  you  if  it  be,  Mr.  Gilbert?     If 
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you  could  find  a  philosopher's  stone  to  turn  sinners  into 
saints,  now : — but  nought  save  God's  grace  can  do  that : 
and  that  last  seems  oftimes  over  long  in  coining."  And 
Mrs.  Hawkins  sighed. 

"  But  indeed,  my  dear  Madam,  conceive  now. — The 
Comb  Martin  mine  thus  becomes  a  gold  mine,  perhaps 
inexhaustible ;  yields  me  wherewithal  to  carry  out  my 
north-west  patent;  meanwhile  my  brother  Humphrey 
holds  Newfoundland,  and  builds  me  fresh  ships  year 
by  year  (for  the  forests  of  pine  are  boundless)  for  my 
China  voyage." 

"  Sir  Humphrey  has  better  thoughts  in  his  dear  heart 
than  gold,  Mr.  Adrian ;  a  very  close  and  gracious  walker 
he  has  been  this  seven  year.  I  wish  my  Captain  John 
were  so  too." 

"  And  how  do  you  know  I  have  nought  better  in  my 
mind's  eye  than  gold  ?  Or,  indeed,  what  better  could  I 
have  ?  Is  not  gold  the  Spaniard's  strength — the  very 
mainspring  of  Antichrist?  By  gold  only,  therefore, 
can  we  out-wrestle  him.  You  shake  your  head :  but 
say,  dear  Madam,  (for  gold  England  must  have,)  which 
is  better,  to  make  gold  bloodlessly  at  home,  or  take  it 
bloodily  abroad?" 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Gilbert,  Mr.  Gilbert !  is  it  not  written,  that 
those  who  make  haste  to  be  rich,  pierce  themselves 
through  with  many  sorrows  ?  Oh,  Mr.  Gilbert !  God's 
blessing  is  not  on  it  all." 

"  Not  on  you,  Madam?  Be  sure  that  brave  Captain 
John   Hawkins's    star    told  me  a  different    tale,  when 
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I  cast  his  nativity  for  him. — Born  under  stormy 
planets,  truly:  but  under  right  royal  and  fortunate 
ones." 

"  Ah,  Mr.  Adrian !  I  am  a  simple  body,  and  you  a 
great  philosopher:  but  I  hold  there  is  no  star  for  the 
seaman  like  the  star  of  Bethlehem ;  and  that  goes  with 
'peace  on  earth  and  good  will  to  men,'  and  not  with 
such  arms  as  that,  Mr.  Adrian.  I  can't  abide  to  look 
upon  them." 

And  she  pointed  up  to  one  of  the  bosses  of  the  ribbed 
oak-roof,  on  which  was  emblazoned  the  fatal  crest 
which  Clarencieux  Hervey  had  granted  years  before  to 
her  husband,  the  "  Demi-Moor  proper,  bound." 

"Ah,  Mr.  Gilbert!  since  first  he  went  to  Guinea 
after  those  poor  negroes,  little  lightness  has  my  heart 
known ;  and  the  very  day  that  that  crest  was  put  up  in 
our  grand  new  house,  as  the  parson  read  the  first  lesson, 
there  was  this  text  in  it,  Mr.  Gilbert,  *  Woe  to  him 
that  buildeth  his  house  by  iniquity,  and  his  chambers 
by  wrong.  Shalt  thou  live  because  thou  closest  thyself 
in  cedar?'  And  it  went  into  my  ears  like  fire,  Mr. 
Gilbert,  and  into  my  heart  like  lead:  and  when  the 
parson  went  on,  '  Did  not  thy  father  eat  and  drink,  and 
do  judgment  and  justice?  Then  it  was  well  with  him,' 
I  thought  of  good  old  Captain  Will ;  and — I  tell  you, 
Mr.  Gilbert,  those  negroes  are  on  my  soul  from  morn- 
ing until  night !  We  are  all  mighty  grand  now,  and 
money  comes  in  fast:  but  the  Lord  will  require  the 
blood  of  them  at  our  hands  yet,  He  will!" 
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"My  dearest  Madam,  who  can  prosper  more  than 
you?  If  your  husband  copied  the  Dons  too  closely 
once  or  twice  in  the  matter  of  those  negroes  (which  I 
do  not  deny),  was  he  not  punished  at  once  when  he 
lost  ships,  men,  all  but  life,  at  St.  Juan  d'Ulloa?" 

"Ay,  yes,"  she  said;  "  and  that  did  give  me  a  bit  of 
comfort,  especially  when  the  Queen,  God  save  her 
tender  heart !  was  so  sharp  with  him  for  pity  of  the 
poor  wretches :  but  it  has  not  mended  him.  He  is 
growing  fast  like  the  rest  now,  Mr.  Gilbert,  greedy  to 
win,  and  niggardly  to  spend,  (God  forgive  him !)  and 
always  fretting  and  plotting  for  some  new  gain,  and 
envying  and  grudging  at  Drake,  and  all  who  are  deeper 
in  the  snare  of  prosperity  than  he  is.  Gold,  gold, 
nothing  but  gold  in  every  mouth — there  it  is  !  Ah !  I 
mind  when  Plymouth  was  a  quiet  little  God-fearing 
place  as  God  could  smile  upon:  but  ever  since  my 
John,  and  Sir  Francis,  and  poor  Mr.  Oxenham  found 
out  the  way  to  the  Indies,  it's  been  a  sad  place.  Not 
a  sailor's  wife,  but  is  crying  '  Give,  give,'  like  the 
daughters  of  the  horse-leech ;  and  every  woman  must 
drive  her  husband  out  across  seas  to  bring  her  home 
money  to  squander  on  hoods  and  farthingales,  and  go 
mincing  with  outstretched  necks,  and  wanton  eyes ;  and 
they  will  soon  learn  to  do  worse  than  that,  for  the  sake 
of  gain.  But  the  Lord's  hand  will  be  against  their  tires 
and  crisping-pins,  their  mufflers  and  farthingales,  as  it 
was  against  the  Jews  of  old.     Ah,  dear  me!" 
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The  two  interlocutors  in  this  dialogue  were  sitting 
in  a  low  oak-panelled  room  in  Plymouth  town,  hand- 
somely enough  furnished,  adorned  with  carving  and 
gilding  and  coats  of  arms,  and  noteworthy  for  many 
strange  knicknacks,  Spanish  gold  and  silver  vessels  on 
the  sideboard ;  strange  birds  and  skins,  charts  and  rough 
drawings  of  coast  which  hung  about  the  room ;  while 
over  the  fire-place,  above  the  portrait  of  old  Captain 
Will  Hawkins,  pet  of  Henry  the  Eighth,  hung  the 
Spanish  ensign  which  Captain  John  had  taken  in  fair 
fight  at  Rio  de  la  Hacha  fifteen  years  before,  when,  with 
two  hundred  men,  he  seized  the  town  in  despite  of  tun 
hundred  Spanish  soldiers,  and  watered  his  ship  triumph- 
antly at  the  enemy's  wells. 

The  gentleman  was  a  tall  fair  man,  with  a  broad 
and  lofty  forehead,  wrinkled  with  study,  and  eyes 
weakened  by  long  poring  over  the  crucible  and  the 
furnace. 

The  lady  had  once  been  comely  enough ;  but  she  was 
aged  and  worn,  as  sailor's  wives  are  apt  to  be,  by  many 
sorrows.  Many  a  sad  day  had  she  had  already ;  for 
although  John  Hawkins,  port-admiral  of  Plymouth, 
and  Patriarch  of  British  ship-builders,  was  a  faithful 
husband  enough,  and  as  ready  to  forgive  as  he  was  to 
quarrel,  yet  he  was  obstinate  and  ruthless,  and  in  spite 
of  his  religiosity  (for  all  men  were  lvligious  then)  was 
by  no  means  a  "  consistent  walker." 

And  sadder  days  were  in  store  for  her,  poor  soul. 
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Nine  years  hence  she  would  be  asked  to  name  her  son's 
brave  new  ship,  and  would  christen  it  The  Repentance, 
giving  no  reason,  in  her  quiet  stedfast  way  (so  says  her 
son  Sir  Richard)  but  that  "  Repentance  was  the  best 
ship  in  which  we  could  sail  to  the  harbour  of  heaven ;" 
and  she  would  hear  that  Queen  Elizabeth,  complaining 
of  the  name  for  an  unlucky  one,  had  re-christened  her 
The  Dainty,  not  without  some  bye-quip,  perhaps,  at 
the  character  of  her  most  dainty  captain,  Richard  Haw- 
kins, the  complete  seaman  and  Euphuist  afloat,  of  whom, 
perhaps,  more  hereafter. 

With  sad  eyes,  Mrs.  (then  Lady)  Hawkins  would 
see  that  gallant  bark  sail  Westward-ho,  to  go  the  world 
around,  as  many  another  ship  sailed ;  and  then  wait,  as 
many  a  mother  beside  had  waited,  for  the  sail  which 
never  returned ;  till,  dim  and  uncertain,  came  tidings  of 
her  boy  fighting  for  four  days  three  great  Armadas,  (for 
the  coxcomb  had  his  father's  heart  in  him  after  all,)  a 
prisoner,  wounded,  ruined,  languishing  for  weary  years 
in  Spanish  prisons.  And  a  sadder  day  than  that  was  in 
store,  when  a  gallant  fleet  should  round  the  Ram  Head, 
not  with  drum  and  trumpet,  but  with  solemn  minute 
guns,  and  all  flags  half-mast  high,  to  tell  her  that  her 
terrible  husband's  work  was  done,  his  terrible  heart 
broken  by  failure  and  fatigue,  and  his  body  laid  by 
Drake's,  beneath  the  far  off  tropic  seas. 

And  if,  at  the  close  of  her  eventful  life,  one  gleam  of 
sunshine  opened   for   a   while,  when  her  boy  Richard 
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returned  to  her  bosom  from  his  Spanish  prison,  to  be 
knighted  for  his  valour,  and  made  a  Privy  Councillor 
for  his  wisdom :  yet  soon,  how  soon,  was  the  old  cloud 
to  close  in  again  above  her,  until  her  weary  eyes  should 
open  in  the  light  of  Paradise.  For  that  son  dropped 
dead,  some  say  at  the  very  council-table,  leaving  behind 
him  nought  but  broken  fortunes,  and  huge  purposes 
which  never  were  fulfilled ;  and  the  stormy  star  of  that 
bold  race  set  for  ever,  and  Lady  Hawkins  bowed  her 
weary  head  and  died,  the  groans  of  those  stolen  negroes 
ringing  in  her  ears,  having  lived  long  enough  to  see  her 
husband's  youthful  sin  become  a  national  institution, 
and  a  national  curse  for  generations  yet  unborn. 

I  know  not  why  she  opened  her  heart  that  night 
to  Adrian  Gilbert,  with  a  frankness  which  she  would 
hardly  have  dared  to  use  to  her  own  family.  Perhaps 
it  was  that  Adrian,  like  his  great  brothers,  Humphrey 
and  Raleigh,  was  a  man  full  of  all  lofty  and  delicate 
enthusiasms,  tender  and  poetical,  such  as  women  cling 
to  when  their  hearts  are  lonely:  but  so  it  was;  and 
Adrian,  half  ashamed  of  his  own  ambitious  rtrrimn, 
sate  looking  at  her  awhile  in  silence ;  and  then — 

"  The  Lord  be  with  you,  dearest  Lady.  Strange,  how 
you  women  sit  at  home  to  love  and  suffer,  while  we  men 
rush  forth  to  break  our  hearts  and  yours  against  rocks  of 
our  own  seeking !  Ah  well !  were  it  not  for  Scripture,  I 
should  have  thought  that  Adam,  rather  than  Eve,  had  been 
the  one  who  plucked  the  fruit  of  the  forbidden  tree." 
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"  We  women,  I  fear,  did  the  deed  nevertheless ;  for 
we  bear  the  doom  of  it  our  lives  long." 

"  You  always  remind  me,  Madam,  of  my  dear  Mrs. 
Leigh  of  Burrough,  and  her  counsels." 

"  Do  you  see  her  often?  I  hear  of  her  as  one  of  the 
Lord's  most  precious  vessels." 

"I  would  have  done  more  ere  now  than  see  her,"  said 
he  with  a  blush,  "  had  she  allowed  me :  but  she  lives 
only  for  the  memory  of  her  husband  and  the  fame  of 
her  noble  sons." 

As  he  spoke  the  door  opened,  and  in  walked,  wrapped 
in  his  rough  sea-gown,  none  other  than  one  of  those 
said  noble  sons. 

Adrian  turned  pale. 

"  Amy  as  Leigh!  What  brings  you  hither?  How 
fares  my  brother?     Where  is  the  ship?" 

"  Your  brother  is  well,  Mr.  Gilbert.  The  Golden 
Hind  is  gone  on  to  Dartmouth,  ivith  Mr.  Hayes.  I 
came  ashore  here,  meaning  to  go  north  to  Bideford,  ere 
I  went  to  London.  I  called  at  Drake's  just  now,  but  he 
was  away." 

"The  Golden  Hind?  What  brings  her  home  so 
soon?" 

"  Yet  welcome  ever,  Sir,"  said  Mrs.  Hawkins.  "  This 
is  a  great  surprise,  though.  Captain  John  did  not  look 
for  you  till  next  year." 

Amyas  was  silent. 

"  Something  is  wrong!"  cried  Adrian.     "  Speak l,: 
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Amyas  tried,  but  could  not. 

"  Will  you  drive  a  man  mad,  Sir?  Has  the  adven- 
ture failed  ?     You  said  my  brother  was  well." 

"  He  is  well." 

"  Then  what — Why  do  you  look  at  me  in  that  fashion, 
Sir?"  and  springing  up,  Adrian  rushed  forward,  and 
held  the  candle  to  Amyas's  face. 

Amyas's  lip  quivered,  as  he  laid  his  hand  on  xVdrian's 
shoulder. 

"  Your  great  and  glorious  brother,  Sir,  is  better  be- 
stowed than  in  settling  Newfoundland." 

" Dead? "  shrieked  Adrian. 

"  He  is  with  the  God  whom  he  served !" 

"  He  was  always  with  him,  like  Enoch :  parable  me 
no  parables,  if  you  love  me,  Sir ! " 

"  And  like  Enoch,  he  was  not ;  for  God  took  him." 

Adrian  clasped  his  hands  over  his  forehead,  and  leaned 
against  the  table. 

"  Go  on,  Sir,  go  on.  God  will  give  me  strength  to 
hear  all." 

And  gradually  Amyas  opened  to  Adrian  that  tragic 
story,  which  Mr.  Hayes  has  long  ago  told  far  too  well 
to  allow  a  second  edition  of  it  from  me  ;  of  the  unruli- 
ness  of  the  men,  ruffians,  as  I  said  before,  caught  up 
at  hap-hazard;  of  conspiracies  to  carry  off  the  ships, 
plunder  of  fishing  vessels,  desertions  multiplying  daily ; 
licences  from  the  General  to  the  lazy  and  fearful  tO 
return  home :  till  Adrian  broke  out  with  a  groan — 
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"  From  him  ?  Conspired  against  him  ?  Deserted 
from  him?  Dotards,  buzzards?  Where  would  they 
have  found  such  another  leader?" 

"  Your  illustrious  brother,  Sir,"  said  Amyas,  "  if  you 
will  pardon  me,  was  a  very  great  philosopher,  but  not 
so  much  of  a  general." 

"  General,  Sir?     Where  was  braver  man?" 

"  Not  on  God's  earth :  but  that  does  not  make  a 
general,  Sir.  If  Cortes  had  been  brave  and  no  more, 
Mexico  would  have  been  Mexico  still.  The  truth  is, 
Sir,  Cortes,  like  my  Captain  Drake,  knew  when  to  hang 
a  man ;  and  your  great  brother  did  not." 

Amyas,  as  I  suppose,  was  right.  Gilbert  was  a  man 
who  could  be  angry  enough  at  baseness  or  neglect,  but 
who  was  too  kindly  to  punish  it ;  he  was  one  who  could 
form  the  wisest  and  best  digested  plans,  but  who  could 
not  stoop  to  that  hail-fellow-well-met  drudgery  among 
his  subordinates  which  has  been  the  talisman  of  great 
captains. 

Then  Amyas  went  on  to  tell  the  rest  of  his  story; 
the  setting  sail  from  St.  John's  to  discover  the  south- 
ward coast ;  Sir  Humphrey's  chivalrous  determination 
to  go  in  the  little  Squirrel  of  only  ten  tons,  and  "  over- 
charged with  nettings,  fights,  and  small  ordnance,"  not 
only  because  she  was  more  fit  to  examine  the  creeks, 
but  because  he  had  heard  of  some  taunt  against  him 
among  the  men,  that  he  was  afraid  of  the  sea. 

After  that,  woe  on  woe ;  how,  seven  days  after  they  left 
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Cape  Kaz,  their  largest  ship,  the  Delight,  after  she  had 
"  most  part  of  the  night"  (I  quote  Hayes),  "like  the  swan 
that  singeth  before  her  death,  continued  in  sounding  of 
trumpets,drums,  and  fifes,  also  winding  of  the  cornets  and 
hautboys,  and,  in  the  end  of  their  jollity,  left  off  with  the 
battle  and  doleful  knells,"  struck  the  next  day  (the 
Golden  Hind  and  the  Squirrel  sheering  off  just  in  time) 
upon  unknown  shoals ;  where  were  lost  all  but  fourteen, 
and  among  them  Frank's  philosopher  friend,  poor  Buda*" 
and  those  who  escaped,  after  all  horrors  of  cold  and 
famine,  were  cast  on  shore  in  Newfoundland.  How,  worn 
out  with  hunger  and  want  of  clothes,  the  crews  of  the  two 
remaining  ships  persuaded  Sir  Humphrey  to  sail  toward 
England  on  the  31st  of  August:  and  on  "  that  very  in- 
stant, even  in  winding  about,"  beheld  close  alongside  ' 
very  lion  in  shape,  hair,  and  colour,  not  swimming,  but 
sliding  on  the  water  with  his  whole  body ;  who  p 
along,  turning  his  head  to  and  fro,  yawning  and  gap; 
wide,  with  ugly  demonstration  of  long  teeth  and  glaring 
eyes ;  and  to  bid  us  farewell  (coming  right  against  the 
Hind)  he  sent  forth  a  horrible  voice,  roaring  or  bellowing 
as  doth  a  lion."  "  What  opinion  others  had  thereof, 
and  chiefly  the  General  himself,  I  forbear  to  deliver ; 
but  he  took  it  for  bonum  omen,  rejoicing  that  he  was 
to  war  against  such  an  enemy,  if  it  were  the  devil." 

"  And  the  devil  it  was,  doubtless,"  said  Adrian,  "  the 
roaring  lion  who  goes  about  seeking  whom   he   m 
devour." 
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"  He  has  not  got  your  brother,  at  least,"  quoth 
Amyas. 

"  No,"  rejoined  Mrs.  Hawkins  (smile  not,  reader,  for 
those  were  days  in  which  men  believed  in  the  devil) ; 
"  he  roared  for  joy  to  think  how  many  poor  souls  would 
be  left  still  in  heathen  darkness  by  Sir  Humphrey's 
death.  God  be  with  that  good  knight,  and  send  all 
mariners  where  he  is  now ! " 

Then  Amyas  told  the  last  scene ;  how,  when  they  were 
off  the  Azores,  the  storms  came  on  heavier  than  ever, 
with  "  terrible  seas,  breaking  short  and  pyramid-wise," 
till,  on  the  9th  September,  the  tiny  Squirrel  nearly 
foundered  and  yet  recovered ;  "  and  the  General,  sitting 
abaft  with  a  book  in  his  hand,  cried  out  to  us  in  the 
Hind  so  oft  as  we  did  approach  within  hearing,  '  We 
are  as  near  heaven  by  sea  as  by  land,'  reiterating  the 
same  speech,  well  beseeming  a  soldier  resolute  in  Jesus 
Christ,  as  I  can  testify  he  was. 

"  The  same  Monday,  about  twelve  of  the  clock,  or 
not  long  after,  the  frigate  (the  Squirrel)  being  ahead  of 
us  in  the  Golden  Hind,  suddenly  her  lights  were  out ; 
and  withal  our  watch  cried,  the  General  was  cast  away, 
which  was  true ;  for  in  that  moment,  the  frigate  was 
devoured  and  swallowed  up  of  the  sea."  And  so  ended 
(I  have  used  Hayes'  own  words)  Amyas  Leigh's  story. 
•  "Oh,  my  brother!  my  brother!"  moaned  poor 
Adrian ;  "  the  glory  of  his  house,  the  glory  of 
Devon!" 
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"  Ah!  what  will  the  Queen  say?"  asked  Mrs.  Haw- 
kins through  her  tears. 

"  Tell  me,"  asked  Adrian,  "  had  he  the  jewel  on  when 
he  died?" 

"  The  Queen's  jewel?  He  always  wore  that,  and  his 
own  posy  too,  '  Mutare  vel  timere  sperno.'  He  wore  it ; 
and  he  lived  it." 

"  Ay,"  said  Adrian,  "  the  same  to  the  last ! " 

"  Not  quite  that,"  said  Amyas.  "  He  was  a  meeker 
man  latterly  than  he  used  to  be.  As  he  said  himself 
once,  a  better  refiner  than  any  whom  he  had  on  board 
had  followed  him  close  all  the  seas  over,  and  purified  him 
in  the  fire.  And  gold  seven  times  tried  he  was,  when  God, 
having  done  his  work  in  him,  took  him  home  at  last." 

And  so  the  talk  ended.  There  was  no  doubt  that  the 
expedition  had  been  an  utter  failure;  Adrian  was  a 
ruined  man ;  and  Amyas  had  lost  his  venture. 

Adrian  rose,  and  begged  leave  to  retire ;  he  must 
collect  himself. 

"  Poor  gentleman !"  said  Mrs.  Hawkins ;  "  it  is  little 
else  he  has  left  to  collect." 

"  Or  I  either:"  said  Amyas.  "I  was  going  to  ask 
you  to  lend  me  one  of  your  son's  shirts,  and  five 
pounds  to  get  myself  and  my  men  home." 

"Five?  Fifty,  Mr.  Leigh!  God  forbid  that  John 
Hawkins's  wife  should  refuse  her  last  penny  to  a  dis- 
tressed mariner,  and  he  a  gentleman  bom.  But  you 
must  eat  and  drink." 
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"  It's  more  than  I  have  done  for  many  a  clay  worth 
speaking  of." 

And  Amyas  sat  down  in  his  rags  to  a  good  supper, 
while  Mrs.  Hawkins  told  him  all  the  news  which  she 
could  of  his  mother,  whom  Adrian  Gilbert  had  seen  a 
few  months  before  in  London ;  and  then  went  on,  natu- 
rally enough,  to  the  Bideford  news. 

"  And  by  the  bye,  Captain  Leigh,  I've  sad  news  for 
you  from  your  place ;  and  I  had  it  from  one  who  was 
there  at  the  time.  You  must  know  a  Spanish  captain, 
a  prisoner — " 

"  What,  the  one  I  sent  home  from  Smerwick  ?" 

"  You  sent  ?  Mercy  on  us  !  Then,  perhaps,  you've 
heard—" 

11  How  can  I  have  heard?     What  ?" 

"  That  he's  gone  off,  the  villain!" 

"  Without  paying  his  ransom?" 

"  I  can't  say  that ;  but  there's  a  poor  innocent  young 
maid  gone  off  with  him,  one  Salterne's  daughter — the 
Popish  serpent ! " 

"  Rose  Salterne,  the  mayor's  daughter,  the  Rose  of 
Torridge?" 

"  That's    her.     Bless    your    dear    soul,    what    ails 

you?" 

Amyas  had  dropped  back  in  his  seat  as  if  he  had 
been  shot:  but  he  recovered  himself  before  kind  Mrs. 
Hawkins  could  rush  to  the  cupboard  for  cordials. 

"  You'll  forgive  me,  Madam  ;  but  I'm  weak  from  the 
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sea ;  and  your  good  ale  has  turned  me  a  bit  dizzy,  I 
think." 

"  Ay,  yes,  'tis  too,  too  heavy,  till  you've  been  on  shore 
awhile.  Try  the  aqua  vita? ;  my  Captain  John  has  it 
right  good  ;  and  a  bit  too  fond  of  it  too,  poor  dear  soul, 
between  whiles,  Heaven  forgive  him  ! " 

So  she  poured  some  strong  brandy  and  water  down 
Amyas's  throat,  in  spite  of  his  refusals,  and  sent  him  to 
bed,  but  not  to  sleep ;  and  after  a  night  of  tossing,  he 
started  for  Bideford,  having  obtained  the  means  for  so 
doing  from  Mrs.  Hawkins. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

HOW   SALVATION   TEO   SLEW  THE   KING    OF   THE   GUBBINGS. 

"  Ignorance  and  evil,  even  in  full  flight,  deal  terrible  back -handed 
strokes  at  their  pursuers." — Helps. 

Now  I  am  sony  to  say,  for  the  honour  of  my  country, 
that  it  was  by  no  means  a  safe  thing  in  those  days  to 
travel  from  Plymouth  to  the  north  of  Devon ;  because, 
to  get  to  your  journey's  end,  unless  you  were  minded 
to  make  a  circuit  of  many  miles,  you  must  needs  pass 
through  the  territory  of  a  foreign  and  hostile  potentate, 
who  had  many  times  ravaged  the  dominions,  and  de- 
feated the  forces  of  her  Majesty  Queen  Elizabeth,  and 
was  named  (behind  his  back  at  least)  the  King  of  the 
Gubbings.  "  So  now  I  dare  call  them,"  says  Fuller, 
"  secured  by  distance,  which  one  of  more  valour  durst 
not  do  to  their  face,  for  fear  their  fury  fall  upon  him. 
Yet  hitherto  have  I  met  with  none  who  could  render  a 
reason  of  their  name.  We  call  the  shavings  of  fish 
(which  are  little  worth)  gubbings  ;  and  sure  it  is  that 
they  are  sensible  that  the  word  importeth  shame  and 
disgrace. 

M  2 
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"As  for  the  suggestion  of  my  worthy  and  learned 
friend,  Mr.  Joseph  Maynard,  that  such  as  did  '  inha- 
bitare  montes  gibberosos,'  were  called  Gubbings,  such 
will  smile  at  the  ingenuity  who  dissent  from  the  truth 
of  the  etymology. 

"  I  have  read  of  an  England  beyond  "Wales,  but  the 
Gubbings  land  is  a  Scythia  within  England,  and  they 
pure  heathens  therein.  It  lieth  nigh  Brent.  For  in 
the  edge  of  Dartmoor  it  is  reported,  that  some  two 
hundred  years  since,  two  bad  women  being  with  child, 
fled  thither  to  hide  themselves ;  to  whom  certain  lewd 
fellows  resorted,  and  this  was  their  first  original.  They 
are  a  peculiar  of  their  own  making,  exempt  from  bishop, 
archdeacon,  and  all  authority,  either  ecclesiastical  or 
civil.  They  live  in  cots  (rather  holes  than  houses)  like 
swine,  having  all  in  common,  multiplied  without  mar- 
riage into  many  hundreds.  Their  language  is  the  dross 
of  the  dregs  of  the  vulgar  Devonian  ;  and  the  more 
learned  a  man  is,  the  worse  he  can  understand  them. 
During  our  civil  wars  no  soldiers  were  quartered  upon 
them,  for  fear  of  being  quartered  amongst  them.  Their 
wealth  consisteth  in  other  men's  goods ;  they  live  by 
stealing  the  sheep  on  the  moors  ;  and  vain  is  it  for  any 
to  search  their  houses,  being  a  work  beneath  the  pains 
of  any  sheriff,  and  above  the  power  of  any  constable. 
Such  is  their  flcetness,  they  will  outrun  many  horses ; 
vivaciousness,  they  outlive  most  men ;  living  in  an 
ignorance   of  luxury,  the  extinguisher  of  life.     They 
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hold  together  like  bees ;  offend  one,  and  all  will  revenge 
his  quarrel. 

"  But  now  I  am  informed  that  they  begin  to  be 
civilized,  and  tender  their  children  to  baptism,  and 
return  to  be  men,  yea,  Christians  again.  I  hope  no 
civil  people  amongst  us  will  turn  barbarians,  now  these 
barbarians  begin  to  be  civilized."  * 

With  which  quip  against  the  Anabaptists  of  his  day, 
Fuller  ends  his  story ;  and  I  leave  him,  to  set  forth  how 
Amy  as,  in  fear  of  these  same  Scythians  and  heathens, 
rode  out  of  Plymouth  on  a  right  good  horse,  in  his  full 
suit  of  armour,  carrying  lance  and  sword,  and  over  and 
above  two  great  dags,  or  horse-pistols ;  and  behind  him 
Salvation  Yeo,  and  five  or  six  north  Devon  men  (who 
had  served  with  him  in  Ireland,  and  were  returning 
on  furlough),  clad  in  head-pieces  and  quilted  jerkins, 
each  man  with  his  pike  and  sword,  and  Yeo  with  arque- 
buse  and  match,  while  two  sumpter  ponies  carried  the 
baggage  of  this  formidable  troop. 

They  pushed  on  as  fast  as  they  could,  through  Tavi- 
stock, to  reach  before  nightfall  Lydford,  where  they 
meant  to  sleep :  but  what  with  buying  the  horses,  and 
other  delays,  they  had  not  been  able  to  start  before  noon  ; 
and  night  fell  just  as  they  reached  the  frontiers  of  the 
enemy's  country.  A  dreary  place  enough  it  was,  by 
the  wild  glare  of  sunset.  A  high  table-land  of  heath, 
banked  on  the  right  by  the  crags  and  hills  of  Dartmoor, 

*  Fuller,  p.  398. 
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and  sloping  away  to  the  south  and  west  toward  the 
foot  of  the  great  cone  of  Brent-Tor,  which  towered  up 
like  an  extinct  volcano  (as  some  say  that  it  really  is), 
crowned  with  the  tiny  church,  the  votive  offering  of 
some  Plymouth  merchant  of  old  times,  who  vowed  in 
sore  distress  to  build  a  church  to  the  Blessed  Virgin 
on  the  first  point  of  English  land  which  he  should 
see.  Far  away,  down  those  waste  slopes,  they  could 
see  the  tiny  threads  of  blue  smoke  rising  from  the 
dens  of  the  Gubbings ;  and  more  than  once  they 
called  a  halt,  to  examine  whether  distant  furze-bushes 
and  ponies  might  not  be  the  patrols  of  an  advancing 
army.  It  is  all  very  well  to  laugh  at  it  now,  in  the 
nineteenth  century,  but  it  was  no  laughing  matter 
then ;  as  they  found  before  they  had  gone  two  miks 
further. 

On  the  middle  of  the  down  stood  a  wayside  inn ;  a 
desolate  and  villanous-looking  lump  of  lichen-spotted 
granite,  with  windows  paper-patched,  and  rotting  thatch 
kept  down  by  stones  and  straw-bands ;  and  at  the  back 
a  rambling  courtledge  of  barns  and  walls,  around  which 
pigs  and  bare-foot  children  grunted  in  Loving  com- 
munion of  dirt.  At  the  door,  rapt  apparently  in  the 
contemplation  of  the  mountain  peaks  which  glowed 
rich  orange  in  the  last  lingering  sun-rays,  but  really 
watching  which  way  the  sheep  on  the.  moor  were  tains 
stood  the  innkeeper,  a  brawny,  sodden-visaged.  blear- 
eyed  six  feet  of  brutishnesa,  holding  up  his  hose  with 
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one  hand,  for  want  of  points,   and  clawing  with   the 
other  his  elf-locks,  on  which  a  fair  sprinkling  of  feathers 
might  denote ;  first,  that  he  was  just  out  of  bed,  having 
been  out  sheep-stealing  all  the  night  before ;  and  secondly, 
that  by  natural  genius  he  had  anticipated  the  opinion 
of  that  great  apostle  of  sluttishness,  Fridericus  Dede- 
kind,  and  his  faithful  disciple  Dekker,  which  last  speaks 
thus  to  all  gulls  andgrobians : — "  Consider  that  as  those 
trees  of  cobweb  lawn,  woven  by  spinners  in  the  fresh 
May  mornings,  do  dress  the  curled  heads  of  the  moun- 
tains, and  adorn  the  swelling  bosoms  of  the  valleys  ;  or 
as    those    snowy  fleeces,  which  the  naked  briar  steals 
from  the  innocent  sheep  to  make  himself  a  warm  winter 
livery,  are,  to  either  of  them  both,  an  excellent  orna- 
ment ;    so  make  thou   account,   that   to   have  feathers 
sticking  here  and  there  on  thy  head  will  embellish  thee, 
and  set  thy  crown  out  rarely.     None  dare  upbraid  thee, 
that  like  a  beggar  thou  hast  lain  on  straw,  or  like  a 
travelling  pedlar  upon  musty  flocks ;  for  those  feathers 
will  rise  up  as  witnesses  to  choke  him  that  says  so,  and 
to  prove  thy  bed  to  have  been  of  the  softest  down." 
Even  so  did  those  feathers  bear  witness  that  the  pos- 
sessor of  Rogues'  Harbour  Inn,  on  Brent-Tor  Down, 
whatever  else  he  lacked,  lacked  not  geese  enough  to 
keep  him  in  soft  lying. 

Presently  he  spies  Amyas  and  his  party  coming 
slowly  over  the  hill,  pricks  up  his  ears,  and  counts  them  ; 
sees  Amyas's  armour ;    shakes    his    head  and  grunts ; 
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and  then,  being  a  man  of  few  words,  utters  a  sleepy 
howl — 

"  Mirooi ! — Flashing  pooale  !" 

A  strapping  lass — whose  only  covering  (for  country 
"women  at  work  in  those  days  dispensed  with  the  orna- 
ment of  a  gown)  is  a  green  boddice  and  red  petticoat, 
neither  of  them  over  ample — brings  out  his  fishing-rod 
and  basket,  and  the  man,  having  tied  up  his  hose  with 
some  ends  of  string,  examines  the  footlink. 

"  Don  vlies'  gone  !" 

"  May  be,"  says  Mary ;  "  shouldn't  hav'  left  mun  out 
to  coort.  May  be  old  hen's  ate  mun  off.  I  see  her 
chocking  about  a  while  agone." 

The  host  receives  this  intelligence  with  an  oath,  and 
replies  by  a  violent  blow  at  Mary's  head,  which  she, 
accustomed  to  such  slight  matters,  dodges,  and  then 
returns  the  blow  with  good  effect  on  the  shock  head. 

"Whereon  mine  host,  equally  accustomed  to  such  slight 
matters,  quietly  shambles  off,  howling  as  he  departs — 

"  Tell  patrico !" 

Mary  runs  in,  combs  her  hair,  slips  a  pair  of  stockings 
and  her  best  gown  over  her  dirt,  and  awaits  the  coming 
guests,  who  make  a  few  long  faces  at  the  "  nmeksy  sort 
of  a  place,"  but  prefer  to  spend  the  night  there  than  to 
bivouac  close  to  the  enemy's  camp. 

So  the  old  hen  who  has  swallowed  the  dun  fly  is 
killed,  plucked,  and  roasted,  and  certain  "  black  Dartmoor 
mutton"  is  put  on  the  gridiron,  and  being  compelled  to 
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confess  the  truth  by  that  fiery  torment,  proclaims  itself 
to  all  noses  as  red- deer  venison.  In  the  meanwhile 
Amyas  has  put  his  horse  and  the  ponies  into  a  shed,  to 
which  lie  can  find  neither  lock  nor  key,  and  therefore 
returns  grumbling,  not  without  fear  for  his  steeds'  safety. 
The  baggage  is  heaped  in  a  corner  of  the  room,  and 
Amyas  stretches  his  legs  before  a  turf  fire ;  while  Yeo, 
who  has  his  notions  about  the  place,  posts  himself  at  the 
door,  and  the  men  are  seized  with  a  desire  to  superintend 
the  cooking,  probably  to  be  attributed  to  the  fact  that 
Mary  is  cook. 

Presently  Yeo  comes  in  again. 

11  There's  a  gentleman  just  coming  up,  Sir,  all  alone." 

11  Ask  him  to  make  one  of  our  party,  then,  with  my 
compliments." 

Yeo  goes  out,  and  returns  in  five  minutes. 

"  Please,  Sir,  he's  gone  in  back  ways,  by  the  court." 

"  Well,  he  has  an  odd  taste,  if  he  makes  himself  at 
home  here." 

Out  goes  Yeo  again,  and  comes  back  once  more  after 
five  minutes,  in  high  excitement. 

"  Come  out,  Sir ;  for  goodness'  sake  come  out.  I've 
got  him.     Safe  as  a  rat  in  a  trap,  I  have ! " 

"Who?" 

"  A  Jesuit,  Sir." 

"  Nonsense,  man!" 

"  I  tell  you  truth,  Sir.  I  went  round  the  house,  for 
I  didn't  like  the  looks  of  him  as  he  came  up.     I  knew 
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he  was  one  of  them  villains  the  minute  he  came  up,  by 
the  way  he  turned  in  his  toes,  and  put  down  his  feet  so 
still  and  careful,  like  as  if  he  was  afraid  of  offending 
God  at  every  step.  So  I  just  put  my  eye  between  the 
wall  and  the  dern  of  the  gate,  and  I  saw  him  come  up 
to  the  back  door  and  knock,  and  call  '  Mary!'  quite  still, 
like  any  Jesuit ;  and  the  wench  flies  out  to  him  ready 
to  eat  him ;  and  '  Go  away,'  I  heard  her  say,  *  ther< 
a  dear  man;'  and  then  something  about  a  '  queer  cuffin,' 
(that's  a  justice  in  these  canters'  thieves'  Latin) ;  and  with 
that  he  takes  out  a  somewhat — I'll  swear  it  was  one  of 
those  Popish  Agnuses — and  gives  it  her;  and  she  kisses  it, 
and  crosses  herself,  and  asks  him  if  that's  the  right  way, 
and  then  puts  it  into  her  bosom,  and  he  says,  '  Bless 
you,  my  daughter ; '  and  then  I  was  sure  of  the  dog ; 
and  he  slips  quite  still  to  the  stable,  and  peeps  in,  and 
when  he  sees  no  one  there,  in  he  goes,  and  out  I  go, 
and  shut  to  the  door,  and  back  a  cart  that  was  there  up 
against  it,  and  call  out  one  of  the  men  to  watch  the 
stable,  and  the  girl's  crying  like  mad." 

"  What  a  fool's  trick,  man  !  How  do  you  know  that 
he  is  not  some  honest  gentleman  after  all?" 

"Fool  or  none,  Sir;  honest  gentlemen  don't  -ivc 
maidens  Agnuses.  I've  put  him  in  ;  and  if  you  want  him 
let  out  again,  you  must  come  and  do  it  yourself,  for  my 
conscience  is  against  it,  Sir.  If  the  Lord's  enemies  are 
delivered  into  my  hand,  I'm  answerable.  Sir."  went  on 
Yeo  as  Amyas  hurried  out  with  him.  "  Tis  written,  '  If 
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any  let  one  of  them  go,  his  life  shall  be  for  the  life  of 
him.' " 

So  Amyas  ran  out,  pulled  back  the  cart  grumbling, 
opened  the  door,  and  began  a  string  of  apologies  to — 
his  cousin  Eustace. 

Yes,  here  he  was,  with  such  a  countenance,  half 
foolish,  half  venomous,  as  Reynard  wears  when  the  last 
spadeful  of  earth  is  thrown  back,  and  he  is  revealed 
sitting  disconsolately  on  his  tail  within  a  yard  of  the 
terriers'  noses. 

Neither  cousin  spoke  for  a  minute  or  two.  At  last 
Amyas, — 

"  Well,  cousin  hide-and-seek,  how  long  have  you 
added  horse-stealing  to  your  other  trades?" 

"  My  dear  Amyas,"  said  Eustace  very  meekly,  "  I 
may  surely  go  into  an  inn  stable  without  intending  to 
steal  what  is  in  it." 

"  Of  course,  old  fellow,"  said  Amyas,  mollified,  "  I 
was  only  in  jest.  But  what  brings  you  here?  Not 
prudence,  certainly." 

"  I  am  bound  to  know  no  prudence  save  for  the 
Lord's  work." 

"  That's  giving  away  Agnus  Deis,  and  deceiving  poor 
heathen  wenches,  I  suppose,"  said  Yeo. 

Eustace  answered  pretty  roundly, — 

"  Heathens?  Yes,  truly ;  you  Protestants  leave  these 
poor  wretches  heathens,  and  then  insult  and  persecute 
those  who,  with  a  devotion  unknown  to  you,  labour  at 
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the  danger  of  their  lives  to  make  them  Christian-.  Mr. 
Amyas  Leigh,  you  can  give  me  up  to  be  hanged  at 
Exeter,  if  it  shall  so  please  you  to  disgrace  your  own 
family ;  but  from  this  spot  neither  you,  no,  nor  all  the 
myrmidons  of  your  Queen,  shall  drive  me,  while  there  if 
a  soul  here  left  unsaved." 

"  Come  out  of  the  stable,  at  least,"  said  Amyas ; 
"  you  don't  want  to  make  the  horses  Papists,  as  well  as 
the  asses,  do  you  ?  Come  out,  man,  and  go  to  the  devil 
your  own  way.  I  shan't  inform  against  you ;  and  Yeo 
here  will  hold  his  tongue  if  I  tell  him,  I  know." 

"  It  goes  sorely  against  my  conscience,  Sir ;  but  being 
that  he  is  your  cousin,  of  course — " 

Ci  Of  course ;  and  now  come  in  and  eat  with  me ; 
supper's  just  ready,  and  bygones  shall  be  bygones,  if 
you  will  have  them  so." 

How  much  forgiveness  Eustace  felt  in  his  heart,  I 
know  not:  but  he  knew,  of  course,  that  he  ought  to 
forgive ;  and  to  go  in  and  eat  with  Amyas  was  to  per- 
form an  act  of  forgiveness,  and  for  the  best  of  motives, 
too,  for  by  it  the  cause  of  the  Church  might  be  furthered ; 
and  acts  and  motives  being  correct,  what  more  was 
needed  ?  So  in  he  went ;  and  yet  he  never  forgot  that 
scar  upon  his  cheek ;  and  Amyas  could  not  look  him  in 
the  face,  but  Eustace  must  fancy  that  his  eyes  were  on 
the  scar,  and  peep  up  from  under  his  lids,  to  sec  if  there 
was  any  smile  of  triumph  on  that  honest  visage.  They 
talked  away  over  the  venison,  guardedly  enough  at  first : 
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but  as  they  went  on,  Amyas's  straightforward  kindliness 
warmed  poor  Eustace's  frozen  heart ;  and  ere  they  were 
aware,  they  found  themselves  talking  over  old  haunts 
and  old  passages  of  their  boyhood — uncles,  aunts,  and 
cousins ;  and  Eustace,  without  any  sinister  intention, 
asked  Amyas  why  he  was  going  to  Bideford,  while 
Frank  and  his  mother  were  in  London. 

"  To  tell  you  the  truth,  I  cannot  rest  till  I  have  heard 
the  whole  story  about  poor  Rose  Salterne." 

11  What  about  her?"  cried  Eustace. 

"  Do  you  not  know?" 

"  How  should  I  know  anything  here?  For  Heaven's 
sake,  what  has  happened?" 

Amyas  told  him,  wondering  at  his  eagerness,  for  he 
had  never  had  the  least  suspicion  of  Eustace's  love. 

Eustace  shrieked  aloud. 

"  Fool,  fool  that  I  have  been !  Caught  in  my  own 
trap!  Villain,  villain  that  he  is!  After  all  he  pro- 
mised me  at  Lundy ! " 

And  springing  up,  Eustace  stamped  up  and  down  the 
room,  gnashing  his  teeth,  tossing  his  head  from  side  to 
side,  and  clutching  with  outstretched  hands  at  the  empty 
air,  with  the  horrible  gesture  (Heaven  grant  that  no 
reader  has  ever  witnessed  it !)  of  that  despair  which  still 
seeks  blindly  for  the  object  which  it  knows  is  lost  for 
ever. 

Amyas  sat  thunderstruck.  His  first  impulse  was 
to  ask,  "Lundy?     What  knew  you  of  him?     What 
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had  he  or  you  to  do  at  Lundy?"  but  pity  conquered 
curiosity. 

"  Oh,  Eustace !     And  you  then  loved  her  too  ?" 

"Don't  speak  to  me!  Loved  her?  Yes,  Sir,  and 
had  as  good  a  right  to  love  her  as  any  one  of  your 
precious  brotherhood  of  the  Rose.  Don't  speak  to  me, 
I  say,  or  I  shall  do  you  a  mischief! ' 

So  Eustace  knew  of  the  brotherhood  too!  Amyas 
longed  to  ask  him  how ;  but  what  use  in  that  ?  If  he 
knew  it,  he  knew  it:  and  what  harm?  So  he  only 
answered, — 

«  My  good  cousin,  why  be  wroth  with  me?  If  you 
really  love  her,  now  is  the  time  to  take  counsel  with  me 
how  best  we  shall — " 

Eustace  did  not  let  him  finish  his  sentence.  Conscious 
that  he  had  betrayed  himself  upon  more  points  than  one. 
he  stopped  short  in  his  walk,  suddenly  collected  himself 
by  one  great  effort,  and  eyed  Amyas  from  underneath 
his  brows  with  the  old  down  look. 

"How  best  we  shall  do  what,  my  valiant  cousin?' 
said  he,  in  a  meaning  and  half  scornful  voice.     "  "What 
does   your   most   chivalrous  brotherhood   of  the  Rose 
purpose  in  such  a  case  V " 

Amyas,  a  little  nettled,  stood  on  his  guard  in  return, 
and  answered  bluntly, — 

"  What  the  brotherhood  of  the  Rose  will  do,  I  can't 
yet  say.  What  it  ought  to  do,  I  have  a  pretty  sure 
guess." 
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"  So  have  I.  To  hunt  her  down  as  you  would  an 
outlaw,  because  forsooth  she  has  dared  to  love  a  Ca- 
tholic ;  to  murder  her  lover  in  her  arms,  and  drag  her 
home  again  stained  with  his  blood,  to  be  forced,  by 
threats  and  persecution,  to  renounce  that  church  into 
whose  maternal  bosom  she  has  doubtless  long  since 
found  rest  and  holiness ! " 

"  If  she  has  found  holiness,  it  matters  little  to  me 
where  she  has  found  it,  Master  Eustace :  but  that  is 
the  very  point  that  I  should  be  glad  to  know  for 
certain." 

"  And  you  will  go  and  discover  for  yourself?" 
"  Have  you  no  wish  to  discover  it  also?" 
"  And  if  I  had,  what  would  that  be  to  you?" 
"  Only,"  said  Amyas,  trying  hard  to  keep  his  temper, 
"  that,  if  we  had  the  same  purpose,  we  might  sail  in  the 
same  ship." 

"  You  intend  to  sail,  then?" 
"  I  mean  simply,  that  we  might  work  together.1' 
"  Our  paths  lie  on  very  different  roads,  Sir!" 
"  I  am  afraid  you  never  spoke  a  truer  word,  Sir.     In 
the  meanwhile,  ere  we  part,  be  so  kind  as  to  tell  me 
what  you  meant  by   saying   that   you   had   met   this 
Spaniard  at  Lundy  ?  " 

"  I  shall  refuse  to  answer  that." 
"  You  will  please  to  recollect,  Eustace,   that  how- 
ever  good   friends   we    have   been   for   the   last   half- 
hour,  you  are  in  my  power.     I  have  a  right  to  know 
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the  bottom  of  this  matter ;  and  by  Heaven,  I  will  know 
it!" 

"  In  your  power?  see  that  you  are  not  in  mine !  Re- 
member, Sir,  that  you  are  within  a — within  a  few  miles, 
at  least,  of  those  who  will  obey  me,  their  Catholic  bene- 
factor: but  who  owe  no  allegiance  to  those  Protestant 
authorities  who  have  left  them  to  the  lot  of  the  beasts 
which  perish." 

Amyas  was  very  angry.  He  wanted  but  little  more 
to  make  him  catch  Eustace  by  the  shoulders,  shake  the 
life  out  of  him,  and  deliver  him  into  the  tender  guardian- 
ship of  Yeo :  but  he  knew  that  to  take  him  at  all  was 
to  bring  certain  death  on  him,  and  disgrace  on  the 
family ;  and  remembering  Frank's  conduct  on  that 
memorable  night  at  Clovelly,  he  kept  himself  down. 

"  Take  me,"  said  Eustace,  "  if  you  will,  Sir.  You, 
who  complain  of  us  that  we  keep  no  faith  with  heretics, 
will  perhaps  recollect  that  you  asked  me  into  this  room 
as  your  guest;  and  that  in  your  good  faith  I  trusted, 
when  I  entered  it." 

The  argument  was  a  worthless  one  in  law  ;  for  Eustace 
had  been  a  prisoner  before  he  was  a  guest,  and  Amyas 
was  guilty  of  something  very  like  misprision  of  treason 
in  not  handing  him  over  to  the  nearest  justice.  How- 
ever, all  he  did  was,  to  go  to  the  door,  open  it,  and 
bowing  to  his  cousin,  bid  him  walk  out  and  go  to  the 
devil,  since  he  seemed  to  have  set  his  mind  on  ending 
his  days  in  the  company  of  that  personage. 
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Whereon  Eustace  vanished. 

"  Pooh!"  said  Amyas  to  himself:  "I  can  find  out 
enough,  and  too  much,  I  fear,  without  the  help  of  such 
crooked  vermin.  I  must  see  Gary ;  I  must  see  Salterne  ; 
and  I  suppose,  if  I  am  ready  to  do  my  duty,  I  shall 
learn  somehow  what  it  is.  Now  to  sleep  ;  to-morrow 
up  and  away  to  what  God  sends." 

"  Come  in  hither,  men,"  shouted  he  down  the  passage, 
"  and  sleep  here.  Haven't  you  had  enough  of  this 
villanous  sour  cider?" 

The  men  came  in  yawning,  and  settled  themselves  to 
sleep  on  the  floor. 

"  Where's  Yeo  ?  " 

No  one  knew ;  he  had  gone  out  to  say  his  prayers, 
and  had  not  returned. 

"  Never  mind,"  said  Amyas,  who  suspected  some  plot 
on  the  old  man's  part.  "  He'll  take  care  of  himself, 
I'll  warrant  him." 

"  No  fear  of  that,  Sir,"  and  the  four  tars  were  soon 

snoring  in  concert   round   the  fire,  while  Amyas   laid 

himself  on  the  settle,  with  his  saddle  for  a  pillow. 
***** 

It  was  about  midnight,  when  Amyas  leaped  to  his 
feet,  or  rather  fell  upon  his  back,  upsetting  saddle, 
settle,  and  finally,  table,  under  the  notion  that  ten 
thousand  flying  dragons  were  bursting  in  the  window 
close  to  his  ear,  with  howls  most  fierce  and  fell.  The 
flying  dragons  past,   however,   being   only  a  flock   of 
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terror-stricken  geese,  which  flew  flapping  and  screaming 
round  the  corner  of  the  house  :  but  the  noise  which  had 
startled  them  did  not  pass ;  and  another  minute  made 
it  evident  that  a  sharp  fight  was  going  on  in  the  court- 
yard, and  that  Yeo  was  hallooing  lustily  for  help. 

Out  turned  the  men,  sword  in  hand,  burst  the  Lack 
door  open,  stumbling  over  pails  and  pitchers,  and  into 
the  court-yard,  where  Yeo,  his  back  against  the  stable- 
door,  was  holding  his  own  manfully  with  sword  and 
buckler  against  a  dozen  men. 

Dire  and  manifold  was  the  screaming;  geese  screamed, 
chickens  screamed,  pigs  screamed,  donkeys  screamed, 
Mary  screamed  from  an  upper  window ;  and  to  complete 
the  chorus,  a  flock  of  plovers,  attracted  by  the  noise, 
wheeled  round  and  round  over  head,  and  added  their 
screams  also  to  that  Dutch  concert. 

The  screaming  went  on,  but  the  fight  ceased  ;  for. 
Amyas  rushed  into  the  yard,  the  whole  party  of  ruffians 
took  to  their  heels,  and  vanished  over  a  low  hedge  at  the 
other  end  of  the  yard. 

"  Are  you  hurt,  Yeo?" 

"  Not  a  scratch,  thank  heaven  !  But  I've  got  two  of 
them,  the  ringleaders,  I  have.  One  of  them's  against 
the  wall.     Your  horse  did  for  t'other." 

The  wounded  man  was  Lifted  up :  a  huge  ruffian, 
nearly  as  big  as  Amyas  himself.  Yeo's  sword  had 
passed  through  his  body  He  groaned  and  choked  for 
breath. 
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11  Carry  him  in  doors.     Where  is  the  other?1' 

"  Dead  as  a  herring,  in  the  straw.  Have  a  care, 
men,  have  a  care  how  you  go  in !  the  horses  are  near 
mad ! " 

However  the  man  was  brought  out  after  awhile. 
With  him  all  was  over.  They  could  feel  neither  pulse 
nor  breath. 

"Carry  him  in  too,  poor  wretch.  And  now,  Yeo, 
what  is  the  meaning  of  all  this  ?  " 

Yeo's  story  was  soon  told.  He  could  not  get  out  of 
his  Puritan  head  the  notion  (quite  unfounded,  of  course) 
that  Eustace  had  meant  to  steal  the  horses.  He  had 
seen  the  innkeeper  sneak  off  at  their  approach ;  and  ex- 
pecting some  night-attack,  he  had  taken  up  his  lodging 
for  the  night  in  the  stable. 

As  he  expected,  an  attempt  was  made.  The  door 
was  opened  (how,  he  could  not  guess,  for  he  had  fastened 
it  inside),  and  two  fellows  came  in,  and  began  to  loose 
the  beasts.  Yeo's  account  was,  that  he  seized  the  big- 
fellow,  who  drew  a  knife  on  him,  and  broke  loose;  the 
horses,  terrified  at  the  scuffle,  kicked  right  and  left; 
one  man  fell,  and  the  other  ran  out,  calling  for  help, 
with  Yeo  at  his  heels ;  "  Whereon,"  said  Yeo,  "  seeing 
a  dozen  more  on  me  with  clubs  and  bows,  I  thought 
best  to  shorten  the  number  while  I  could,  ran  the 
rascal  through,  and  stood  on  my  ward ;  and  only  just  in 
time  I  was,  what's  more ;  there's  two  arrows  in  the 
house  wall,  and  two  or  three  more  in  my  buckler,  which 

n  2 
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I  caught  up  as  I  went  out,  for  I  had  hung  it  close  by 
the  door,  you  see,  Sir,  to  be  all  ready  in  case :"  said  the 
cunning  old  Philistine-slayer,  as  they  went  in  after  the 
wounded  man. 

But  hardly  had  they  stumbled  through  the  low  door- 
way|  into  the  back-kitchen  when  a  fresh  hubbub  arose 
inside — more  shouts  for  help.  Amyas  ran  forward, 
breaking  his  head  against  the  doorway,  and  beheld,  as 
soon  as  he  could  see  for  the  flashes  in  his  eyes,  an  old 
acquaintance,  held  on  each  side  by  a  sturdy  sailor. 

With  one  arm  in  the  sleeve  of  his  doublet,  and 
the  other  in  a  not  over  spotless  shirt ;  holding  up  his 
hose  with  one  hand,  and  with  the  other  a  candle,  where- 
by he  had  lighted  himself  to  his  own  confusion ;  foaming 
with  rage,  stood  Mr.  Evan  Morgans,  alias  Father  Parsons, 
looking,  between  his  confused  habiliments  and  his  fiery 
visage  (as  Yeo  told  him  to  his  face),  "  the  very  moral  of 
a  half-plucked  turkey-cock."  And  behind  him,  dressed, 
stood  Eustace  Leigh. 

11  We  found  the  maid  letting  these  here  two  out  by 
the  front  door,"  said  one  of  the  captors. 

"Well,  Mr.  Parsons,"  said  Amyas;  "  and  what  are 
you  about  here?  A  pretty  nest  of  thieves  and  Jesuits 
we  seem  to  have  routed  out  this  evening." 

"  About  my  calling,  Sir,"  said  Parsons,  stoutly.  '*  By 
your  leave,  I  shall  prepare  this  my  wounded  lamb  for 
that  account  to  which  your  man's  cruelty  has  untimely 
sent  him." 
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The  wounded  man,  who  lay  upon  the  floor,  heard 
Parsons'  voice,  and  moaned  for  the  "  Patrico." 

"  You  see,  Sir,"  said  he,  pompously,  "  the  sheep 
know  their  shepherd's  voice." 

u  The  wolves,  you  mean,  you  hypocritical  scoundrel?" 
said  Amy  as,  who  could  not  contain  his  disgust.  "  Let 
the  fellow  truss  up  his  points,  lads,  and  do  his  work. 
After  all,  the  man  is  dying." 

"  The  requisite  matters,  Sir,  are  not  at  hand,"  said 
Parsons,  unabashed. 

"  Eustace,  go  and  fetch  his  matters  for  him;  you  seem 
to  be  in  all  his  plots." 

Eustace  went  silently  and  sullenly. 

"What's  that  fresh  noise  at  the  back,  now?" 

"  The  maid,  Sir,  a  wailing  over  her  uncle ;  the  fellow 
that  we  saw  sneak  away  when  we  came  up.  It  was  him 
the  horse  killed." 

It  was  true.  The  wretched  host  had  slipped  off  on 
their  approach,  simply  to  call  the  neighbouring  outlaws 
to  the  spoil ;  and  he  had  been  filled  with  the  fruit  of  his 
own  devices. 

"  His  blood  be  on  his  own  head,"  said  Amyas. 

"  I  question,  Sir,"  said  Yeo,  in  a  low  voice,  "  whether 
some  of  it  will  not  be  on  the  heads  of  those  proud  pre- 
lates who  go  clothed  in  purple  and  fine  linen,  instead  of 
going  forth  to  convert  such  as  he,  and  then  wonder 
how  these  Jesuits  get  hold  of  them.  If  they  give  place 
to  the  devil  in  their  sheepfolds,  sure  he'll  come  in  and 
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lodge  there.     Look,  Sir,  there's  a   sight  in   a   gospel 
land ! " 

And,  indeed,  the  sight  was  curious  enough.  For 
Parsons  was  kneeling  by  the  side  of  the  dying  man, 
listening  earnestly  to  the  confession  which  the  man 
sobbed  out  in  his  gibberish,  between  the  spasms  of 
his  wounded  chest.  Now  and  then  Parsons  shook  his 
head;  and  when  Eustace  returned  with  the  holy  wafer, 
and  the  oil  for  extreme  unction,  he  asked  him,  in  a  low 
voice,  "  Ballard,  interpret  for  me." 

And  Eustace  knelt  down  on  the  other  side  of  the 
sufferer,  and  interpreted  his  thieves'  dialect  into  Latin ; 
and  the  dying  man  held  a  hand  of  each,  and  turned  first 
to  one  and  then  to  the  other  stupid  eyes, — not  without 
affection,  though,  and  gratitude. 

"  I  can't  stand  this  mummery  any  longer,"  said  Yeo. 
"  Here's  a  soul  perishing  before  my  eyes,  and  it's  on  my 
conscience  to  speak  a  word  in  season." 

"  Silence  !  H  whispered  Amyas,  holding  him  back  by 
the  arm ;  "he  knows  them,  and  he  don't  know  you ; 
they  are  the  first  who  ever  spoke  to  him  as  if  he 
had  a  soul  to  be  saved,  and  first  come,  first  served ; 
you  can  do  no  good.  See,  the  man's  face  is  brighten- 
ing already." 

"  But,  Sir,  'tis  a  false  peace." 

"  At  all  events  he  is  confessing  his  sins,  Yeo ;  and 
if  that's  not  good  for  him,  and  you,  and  me.  what 
is?" 
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"  Yea,  Amen !  Sir ;  but  this  is  not  to  the  right  per- 


son." 


"  How  do  you  know  his  words  will  not  go  to  the 
right  person  after  all,  though  he  may  not  send  them 
there  ?     By  heaven !  the  man  is  dead !  " 

It  was  so.  The  dark  catalogue  of  brutal  deeds  had 
been  gasped  out ;  but  ere  the  words  of  absolution  could 
follow,  the  head  had  fallen  back,  and  all  was  over. 

"  Confession  in  extremis  is  sufficient,"  said  Parsons 
to  Eustace  ("  Ballard,"  as  Parsons  called  him,  to  Amyas' 
surprise),  as  he  rose.  "  As  for  the  rest,  the  intention  will 
be  accepted  instead  of  the  act." 

"  The  Lord  have  mercy  on  his  soul !  "  said  Eustace. 

"  His  soul  is  lost  before  our  very  eyes,"  said  Yeo. 

"  Mind  your  own  business,"  said  Amyas. 

"  Humph ;  but  I'll  tell  you,  Sir,  what  our  business 
is,  if  you'll  step  aside  with  me.  I  find  that  poor  fellow 
that  lies  dead  is  none  other  than  the  leader  of  the  Gub- 
bings  ;  the  king  of  them,  as  they  dare  to  call  him." 

"Well,  what  of  that?" 

"Mark  my  words,  Sir,  if  we  have  not  a  hundred 
3tout  rogues  upon  us  before  two  hours  are  out ;  forgive 
us  they  never  will ;  and  if  we  get  off  with  our  lives, 
which  I  don't  much  expect,  we  shall  leave  our  horses 
behind  ;  for  we  can  hold  the  house,  Sir,  well  enough 
till  morning :  but  the  court-yard  we  can't,  that's  cer- 
tain !  H 

"  We  had  better  march  at  once,  then." 
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"  Think,  Sir ;  if  they  catch  us  up — as  they  are  sure  to 
do,  knowing  the  country  better  than  we — how  will  our 
shot  stand  their  arrows?" 

"  True,  old  wisdom  ;  we  must  keep  the  road ;  and  we 
must  keep  together;  and  so  be  a  mark  for  them,  while  they 
will  be  behind  every  rock  and  bank ;  and  two  or  three 
flights  of  arrows  will  do  our  business  for  us.  Humph  ! 
stay,  I  have  a  plan."  And  stepping  forward  he  spoke — 

"  Eustace,  you  will  be  so  kind  as  to  go  back  to  your 
lambs  ;  and  tell  them,  that  if  they  meddle  with  us  cruel 
wolves  again  to-night,  we  are  ready  and  willing  to 
fight  to  the  death,  and  have  plenty  of  shot  and  powder 
at  their  service.  Father  Parsons,  you  will  be  so  kind 
as  to  accompany  us ;  it  is  but  fitting  that  the  shepherd 
should  be  hostage  for  his  sheep." 

"  If  you  carry  me  off  this  spot,  Sir,  you  carry  my 
corpse  only,"  said  Parsons.  "  I  may  as  well  die  here  as  be 
hanged  elsewhere,  like  my  martyred  brother  Campion." 

"If  you  take  him,  you  must  take  me  too,"  said 
Eustace. 

"  What  if  we  won't  ?  " 

"How  will  you  gain  by  that?  you  can  only  leave 
me  here.  You  cannot  make  me  go  to  the  Gubbings,  if 
I  do  not  choose." 

Amyas  uttered,  sotto  voce,  an  anathema  on  Jesuits, 
Gubbings,  and  things  in  general.  Ho  was  in  a  great 
hurry  to  get  to  Bideford,  and  he  feared  that  this  busi- 
ness would  delay  him,  as  it  was,  a  day  or  two.     He 
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wanted  to  hang  Parsons :  lie  did  not  want  to  hang 
Eustace;  and  Eustace,  he  knew,  was  well  aware  of 
that  latter  fact,  and  played  his  game  accordingly :  but 
time  ran  on,  and  he  had  to  answer  sulkily  enough — 

"  Well  then ;  if  you,  Eustace,  will  go  and  give  my 
message  to  your  converts,  I  will  promise  to  set  Mr. 
Parsons  free  again  before  we  come  to  Lydford  town ;  and 
I  advise  you,  if  you  have  any  regard  for  his  life,  to  see 
that  your  eloquence  be  persuasive  enough ;  for  as  sure 
as  I  am  an  Englishman,  and  he  none,  if  the  Gubbings 
attack  us,  the  first  bullet  that  I  shall  fire  at  them  will 
have  gone  through  his  scoundrelly  brains." 

Parsons  still  kicked. 

"  Very  well,  then,  my  merry  men  all.  Tie  this 
gentleman's  hands  behind  his  back,  get  the  horses  out, 
and  we'll  right  away  up  into  Dartmoor,  find  a  good 
high  tor,  stand  our  ground  there  till  morning,  and  then 
carry  him  into  Okehampton  to  the  nearest  justice.  If 
he  chooses  to  delay  me  in  my  journey,  it  is  fair  that  I 
should  make  him  pay  for  it." 

Whereon  Parsons  gave  in,  and  being  fast  tied  by  his 
arm  to  Amyas's  saddle,  trudged  alongside  his  horse  for 
several  weary  miles,  while  Yeo  walked  by  his  side,  like 
a  friar  by  a  condemned  criminal ;  and  in  order  to  keep 
up  his  spirits,  told  him  the  woeful  end  of  Nicholas 
Saunders  the  Legate,  and  how  he  was  found  starved  to 
death  in  a  bog. 

"  And  if  you  wish,  Sir,  to  follow  in  his  blessed  steps, 
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which  I  heartily  hope  you  will  do,  you  have  only  to  go 
over  that  big  cow-backed  hill  there  on  your  right  hand, 
and  down  again  the  other  side  to  Crawmere  pool,  and 
there  you'll  find  as  pretty  a  bog  to  die  in  as  ever  Jesuit 
needed ;  and  your  ghost  may  sit  there  on  a  grv 
tummock,  and  tell  your  beads  without  any  one  asking 
for  you  till  the  day  of  judgment ;  and  much  good  may 
it  do  you!  " 

At  which  imagination  Yeo  was  actually  heard,  for 
the  first  and  last  time  in  this  history,  to  laugh  most 
heartily. 

His  ho-ho's  had  scarcely  died  away,  when  they  saw 
shining  under  the  moon  the  old  tower  of  Lydford  Castle. 

"  Cast  the  fellow  off  now,"  said  Amyas. 

"  Ay,  ay,  Sir ! ;;  and  Yeo  and  Simon  Evans  stopped 
behind,  and  did  not  come  up  for  ten  minutes  after. 

"  What  have  you  been  about  so  long  ?  M 

"  Why,  Sir,"  said  Evans,  "  you  see  the  man  had  a 
very  fair  pair  of  hose  on,  and  a  bran-new  kersey 
doublet,  very  warm-lined ;  and  so,  thinking  it  a  pity 
good  clothes  should  be  wasted  on  such  noxious  trade, 
we've  just  brought  them  along  with  us." 

"  Spoiling  the  Egyptians,"  said  Yeo  as  comment. 

"  And  what  have  you  done  with  the  man  ?" 

"  Hove  him  over  the  bank,  Sir;  he  pitched  into  a  big 
furze-bush,  and  for  aught  I  know,  there  he'll  bide." 

"  You  rascal,  have  you  killed  him  ?  w 

"  Never  fear,  Sir,"  said  Yeo,  in  his  cool  fashion.     "  A 
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Jesuit  has  as  many  lives  as  a  cat,  and,  I  believe,  rides 
"broomsticks  post,  like  a  witch.  He  would  be  at  Lydford 
now  before  us,  if  his  master  Satan  had  any  business  for 
him  there." 

Leaving  on  their  left  Lydford,  and  its  ill-omened 
castle  (which,  a  century  after,  was  one  of  the  principal 
scenes  of  Judge  Jeffreys'  cruelty),  Amyas  and  his  party 
trudged  on  through  the  mire  toward  Okehampton  till 
sunrise  ;  and  ere  the  vapours  had  lifted  from  the 
mountain  tops,  they  were  descending  the  long  slopes 
from  Sourton  down,  while  Yestor  and  Amicombe  slept 
steep  and  black  beneath  their  misty  pall ;  and  roaring 
far  below  unseen, 

"  Ockment  leapt  from  crag  and  cloud 
Down  her  cataracts,  laughing  loud." 

The  voice  of  the  stream  recalled  those  words  to 
Amyas'  mind.  The  nymph  of  Torridge  had  spoken 
them  upon  the  day  of  his  triumph.  He  recollected,  too, 
his  vexation  on  that  day  at  not  seeing  Rose  Salterne. 
Why,  he  had  never  seen  her  since.  Never  seen  her 
now  for  six  years  and  more !  Of  her  ripened  beauty  he 
knew  only  by  hearsay ;  she  was  still  to  him  the  lovely 
fifteen  years'  girl,  for  whose  sake  he  had  smitten  the 
Barnstaple  draper  over  the  quay.  What  a  chain  of 
petty  accidents  had  kept  them  from  meeting,  though  so 
often  within  a  mile  of  each  other !  "  And  what  a  lucky 
one !"  said  practical  old  Amyas  to  himself.     "  If  I  had 
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seen  her  as  she  is  now,  I  might  have  loved  her  as  Frank 
does — poor  Frank !  what  will  he  say  ?  What  does  he 
say,  for  he  must  know  it  already  ?  And  what  ought  I 
to  say — to  do  rather,  for  talking  is  no  use  on  this 
side  the  grave,  nor  on  the  other  either,  I  expect?" 
And  then  he  asked  himself,  whether  his  old  oath  meant 
nothing  or  something;  whether  it  was  a  mere  tavern 
frolic,  or  a  sacred  duty.  And  he  held,  the  more  that  he 
looked  at  it,  that  it  meant  the  latter. 

But  what  could  he  do  ?  He  had  nothing  on  earth  but 
his  sword,  so  he  could  not  travel  to  find  her.  After 
all,  she  might  not  be  gone  far.  Perhaps  not  gone  at 
all.  It  might  be  a  mistake,  an  exaggerated  scandal. 
He  would  hope  so.  And  yet  it  was  evident  that  there 
had  been  some  passages  between  her  and  Don  Guzman. 
Eustace's  mysterious  words  about  the  promise  at  Lundy 
proved  that.  The  villain  !  He  had  felt  all  along  that 
he  was  a  villain:  but  just  the  one  to  win  a  woman's 
heart,  too.  Frank  had  been  away — all  the  brother- 
hood away.  What  a  fool  he  had  been,  to  turn  the 
wolf  loose  into  the  sheepfold !  And  yet  who  would 
have  dreamed  of  it  ?  .  .  .  . 

"  At  all  events,"  said  Amyas,  trying  to  comfort  him- 
self; "  I  need  not  complain.  I  have  lost  nothing.  I 
stood  no  more  chance  of  her  against  Frank  than  I  should 
have  stood  against  the  Don.  So  there  is  no  use  for  me 
to  cry  about  the  matter."  And  he  tried  to  hum  a  tune 
concerning  the  general  frailty  of  women,  but  neverthe- 
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less,  like  Sir  Hugh,  felt  that  "  he  had  a  great  dispositions 
to  cry." 

He  never  had  expected  to  win  her,  and  yet  it  seemed 
bitter  to  know  that  she  was  lost  to  him  for  ever.  It 
was  not  so  easy  for  a  heart  of  his  make  to  toss  away 
the  image  of  a  first  love ;  and  all  the  less  easy,  because 
that  image  was  stained  and  ruined. 

"  Curses  on  the  man  who  had  done  that  deed !  I  will 
yet  have  his  heart's  blood  somehow,  if  I  go  round  the 
world  again  to  find  him.  If  there's  no  law  for  it  on 
earth,  there's  law  in  heaven,  or  I'm  much  mistaken." 

With  which  determination  he  rode  into  the  ugly, 
dirty,  and  stupid  town  of  Okehampton,  with  which 
fallen  man  (by  some  strange  perversity)  has  chosen  to 
defile  one  of  the  loveliest  sites  in  the  pleasant  land  of 
Devon.  And  heartily  did  Amy  as  abuse  the  old  town 
that  day;  for  he  was  detained  there,  as  he  expected, 
full  three  hours,  while  the  Justice  Shallow  of  the  place 
was  sent  for  from  his  farm  (whither  he  had  gone  at  sun- 
rise, after  the  early-rising  fashion  of  those  days)  to  take 
Yeo's  deposition  concerning  last  night's  affray.  More- 
over, when  Shallow  came,  he  refused  to  take  the  depo- 
sitions, because  they  ought  to  have  been  made  before  a 
brother  Shallow  at  Lydford ;  and  in  the  wrangling  which 
ensued,  was  very  near  finding  out  what  Amyas  (fearing 
fresh  loss  of  time  and  worse  evils  beside)  had  com- 
manded to  be  concealed,  .namely,  the  presence  of  Jesuits 
in  that  Moorland  Utopia.     Then,  in  broadest  Devon, — 
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"  And  do  you  call  this  Christian  conduct,  Sir,  to  set 
a  quiet  man  like  me  upon  they  Gubbings,  as  if  I  was 
going  to  risk  my  precious  life — no,  nor  ever  a  constable 
to  Okehampton  neither  ?  Let  Lydfor'  men  mind  Lydfor' 
roogs,  and  by  Lydfor'  law  if  they  will,  hang  first  and 
try  after ;  but  as  for  me,  I've  rade  my  Bible,  and  l  He 
that  meddleth  with  strife  is  like  him  that  taketh  a  dog 
by  the  ears/  So  if  you  choose  to  sit  down  and  ate 
your  breakfast  with  me,  well  and  good :  but  depositions 
I'll  have  none.  If  your  man  is  enquired  for,  you'll  be 
answerable  for  his  appearing,  in  course ;  but  I  expect 
mortally"  (with  a  wink),  "youwaint  hear  much  more  of 
the  matter  from  any  hand.  *  Leave  well  alone  is  a  good 
rule,  but  leave  ill  alone  is  a  better.' — So  we  says  round 
about  here ;  and  so  you'll  say,  Captain,  when  you  be  so 
old  as  I." 

So  Amyas  sat  down  and  ate  his  breakfast,  and  went 
on  afterwards  a  long  and  weary  day's  journey,  till  he 
saw  at  last  beneath  him  the  broad  shining  river,  and  the 
long  bridge,  and  the  white  houses  piled  up  the  hill-side ; 
and  beyond,  over  Raleigh  downs,  the  dear  old  tower 
of  Northam  Church. 

Alas,  Northam  was  altogether  a  desert  to  him  then : 
and  Bideford,  as  it  turned  out,  hardly  less  so.  For  wlu-n 
he  rode  up  to  Sir  Richard's  door,  he  found  that  the  good 
Knight  was  still  in  Ireland,  and  Lady  Grenvile  at 
Stow.  Whereupon  he  rode  back  again  down  the  High- 
street  to  that  same  bow-windowed  Ship  Tavern  where 
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the  "brotherhood  of  the  Rose  made  their  vow,  and  settled 
himself  in  the  very  room  where  they  had  supped. 

"Ah!  Mr.  Leigh — Captain  Leigh  now,  I  beg  pardon," 
quoth  mine  host.  "  Bideford  is  an  empty  place  now-a- 
days,  and  nothing  stirring,  Sir.  What  with  Sir  Richard 
to  Ireland,  and  Sir  John  to  London,  and  all  the  young 
gentlemen  to  the  wars,  there's  no  one  to  buy  good  liquor, 
and  no  one  to  court  the  young  ladies,  neither.  Sack, 
Sir  ?  I  hope  so.  I  haven't  brewed  a  gallon  of  it  this 
fortnight,  if  you'll  believe  me ;  ale,  Sir,  and  aqua  vitas, 
and  such  low-bred  trade,  is  all  I  draw  now-a-days.  Try 
a  pint  of  sherry,  Sir,  now,  to  give  you  an  appetite.  You 
mind  my  sherry  of  old  ?  Jane !  Sherry  and  sugar, 
quick,  while  I  pull  off  the  Captain's  boots." 

Amyas  sat  weary  and  sad,  while  the  innkeeper  chat- 
tered on. 

"  Ah,  Sir !  two  or  three  like  you  would  set  the  young 
ladies  all  alive  again.  By-the-bye,  there's  been  strange 
doings  among  them  since  you  were  here  last.  You  mind 
Mistress  Salterne?" 

"  For  God's  sake,  don't  let  us  have  that  story,  man ! 
I  heard  enough  of  it  at  Plymouth  !"  said  Amyas,  in  so 
disturbed  a  tone  that  mine  host  looked  up,  and  said  to 
himself — 

"  Ah,  poor  young  gentleman,  he's  one  of  the  hard-hit 


ones." 


"  How  is  the  old  man?"  asked  Amyas,  after  a  pause. 
"  Bears  it  well   enough,  Sir ;    but  a  changed  man. 
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Never  speaks  to  a  soul,  if  he  can  help  it.  Some  folk 
say  he's  not  right  in  his  head ;  or  turned  miser,  or 
somewhat,  and  takes  nought  but  bread  and  water,  and 
sits  up  all  night  in  the  room  as  was  hers,  turning  over 
her  garments.  Heaven  knows  what's  on  his  mind — they 
do  say  lie  was  over  hard  on  her,  and  that  drove  her  to 
it.  All  I  know  is,  he  has  never  been  in  here  for  a  drop 
of  liquor  (and  he  came  as  regular  every  evening  as  the 
town  clock,  Sir)  since  she  went,  except  a  ten  days  ago, 
and  then  he  met  young  Mr.  Cary  at  the  door,  and  I  heard 
him  ask  Mr.  Cary  when  you  would  be  home,  Sir." 

"  Put  on  my  boots  again.     I'll  go  and  see  him." 

"  Bless  you,  Sir !     What,  without  your  sack  ? ' 

"  Drink  it  yourself,  man." 

"  But  you  wouldn't  go  out  again  this  time  o'  night  on 
an  empty  stomach,  now?  " 

"  Fill  my  men's  stomachs  for  them,  and  never  mind 
mine.  It's  market  day,  is  it  not  ?  Send  out,  and  see 
whether  Mr.  Cary  is  still  in  town  ; '  and  Amyas  strode 
out,  and  along  the  quay  to  Bridgeland  Street,  and 
knocked  at  Mr.  Salterne's  door. 

Salterne  himself  opened  it,  with  his  usual  stern 
courtesy. 

"  I  saw  you  coming  up  the  street,  Sir.  I  have  been 
expecting  this  honour  from  you  for  some  time  past.  I 
dreamt  of  you  only  last  night,  and  many  a  night  before 
that  too.  Welcome,  Sir,  into  a  lonely  house.  I  trust 
the  good  Knight  your  general  is  well." 
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"  The  good  knight  my  general  is  with  God  who 
made  him,  Mr.  Salterne." 

"Dead,  Sir?" 

"  Foundered  at  sea  on  our  way  home ;  and  the 
Delight  lost  too." 

"  Humph!"  growled  Salterne,  after  a  minute's  silence. 
"I  had  a  venture  in  her.  I  suppose  it's  gone.  No 
matter — I  can  afford  it,  Sir,  and  more,  I  trust.  And  he 
was  three  years  younger  than  I !  And  Draper  Heard 
was  buried  yesterday,  five  years  younger. — How  is  it 
that  every  one  can  die,  except  me  ?  Come  in,  Sir,  come 
in  ;  I  have  forgotten  my  manners." 

And  he  led  Amyas  into  his  parlour,  and  called  to 
the  apprentices  to  run  one  way,  and  to  the  cook  to  run 
another. 

"  You  must  not  trouble  yourself  to  get  me  supper, 
indeed." 

"  I  must  though,  Sir,  and  the  best  of  wine  too ;  and 
old  Salterne  had  a  good  tap  of  Alicant  in  old  time,  old 
time,  old  time,  Sir !  and  you  must  drink  it  now,  whether 
he  does  or  not !"  and  out  he  bustled. 

Amyas  sat  still,  wondering  what  was  coming  next, 
and  puzzled  at  the  sudden  hilarity  of  the  man,  as  well 
as  his  hospitality,  so  different  from  what  the  innkeeper 
had  led  him  to  expect. 

In  a  minute  more  one  of  the  apprentices  came  in  to 
lay  the  cloth,  and  Amyas  questioned  him  about  his 
master. 

VOL.  II.  0 
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"  Thank  the  Lord  that  you  are  come,  Sir,"  said  theL 

"  Why  then  ?" 

"  Because  there'll  be  a  chance  of  us  poor  feHo 
getting  a  little  broken  meat.  We'm  half-starved  this 
three  months — "bread  and  dripping,  bread  and  dripping, 
oil  dear,  Sir  !  And  now  he've  a  sent  out  to  the  inn  for 
chickens,  and  game,  and  salads,  and  all  that  money 
can  buy ;  and  down  in  the  cellar  haling  out  the  best  of 
wine." — And  the  lad  smacked  his  lips  audibly  at  the 
thought. 

"  Is  he  out  of  his  mind?" 

"  I  can't  tell ;  he  saith  as  how  he  must  save  mini's 
money  now-a-days  ;  for  he've  a  got  a  great  venture  on 
hand :  but  what  a  be  he  tell'th  no  man.  They  call'th 
mun  '  bread  and  dripping '  now,  Sir,  all  town  over," 
said  the  prentice,  confidentially,  to  Amyas. 

"  They  do,  do  they,  Sirrah  !  Then  they  will  call  me 
bread  and  no  dripping  to-morrow!"  and  old  Salterne, 
entering  from  behind,  made  a  dasli  at  the  poor  fellow's 
ears  :  but  luckily  thought  better  of  it,  having  a  couple 
of  bottles  in  each  hand. 

"  My  dear  Sir,"  said  Amyas,  ';  you  don't  mean  us 
to  drink  all  that  wine?" 

"  Why  not,  Sir?"  answered  Salterne,  in  a  grim,  half- 
sneering  tone,  thrusting  out  his  square  grizzled  beard 
and  chin.  "  Why  not,  Sir?  why  should  I  not  make 
merry  when  I  have  the  honour  of  a  noble  captain 
in  my  house  ?   one  who  has  sailed  the  seas,  Sir.  and 
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cut  Spaniards'  throats  ;  and  may  cut  them  again  too ; 
eh,  Sir?     Boy,  where 's  the  kettle  and  the  sugar?" 

"  What  on  earth  is  the  man  at?" — quoth  Amy  as  to 
himself — "  flattering  me,  or  laughing  at  me  ?" 

"  Yes,"  he  ran  on,  half  to  himself,  in  a  deliberate  tone, 
evidently  intending  to  hint  more  than  he  said,  as  he 
began  brewing  the  sack — in  plain  English,  hot  negus ; 
"  Yes,  bread  and  dripping  for  those  who  can't  fight 
Spaniards :  but  the  best  that  money  can  buy  for  those 

who  can.     I  heard  of  you  at  Smerwick,  Sir, Yes, 

bread  and  dripping  for  me  too — I  can't  fight  Spaniards : 
but  for  such  as  you !  Look  here,  Sir ;  I  should  like 
to  feed  a  crew  of  such  up,  as  you'd  feed  a  main  of 
fighting-cocks,  and  then  start  them  with  a  pair  of 
Sheffield  spurs  a-piece — you've  a  good  one  there  to 
your  side,  Sir :  but  don't  you  think  a  man  might  carry 
two  now,  and  fight  as  they  say  those  Chineses  do,  a 
sword  to  each  hand  ?  You  could  kill  more  that  way, 
Captain  Leigh,  I  reckon?" 

Amyas  half  laughed. 

"  One  will  do,  Mr.  Salterne,  if  one  is  quick  enough 
with  it." 

"  Humph  ! — Ah — No  use  being  in  a  hurry.  I  haven't 
been  in  a  hurry.  No — I  waited  for  you  ;  and  here  you 
are  and  welcome,  Sir !  Here  comes  supper ;  a  light 
matter,  Sir,  you  see.  A  capon  and  a  brace  of  partridges. 
I  had  no  time  to  feast  you  as  you  deserve." 

And  so  he  ran  on  all  supper-time,  hardly  allowing 

0  2 
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Amyas  to  get  a  word  in  edge-ways :  but  heaping  him 
with  coarse  flattery,  and  urging  him  to  drink,  till  after 
the  cloth  was  drawn,  and  the  two  left  alone,  he  grew 
so  outrageous  that  Amyas  was  forced  to  take  him  to 
task  good-humouredly. 

"  Now,  my  dear  Sir,  you  have  feasted  me  royally, 
and  better  far  than  I  deserve:  but  why  will  you  go 
about  to  make  me  drunk  twice  over,  first  with  vain- 
glory, and  then  with  wine  ?" 

Salterne  looked  at  him  awhile  fixedly,  and  then, 
sticking  out  his  chin — "  Because,  Captain  Leigh,  I  am 
a  man  who  has  all  his  life  tried  the  crooked  road  first, 
and  found  the  straight  one  the  safer  after  all." 

"  Eh,  Sir  ?  That  is  a  strange  speech  for  one  who  bears 
the  character  of  the  most  upright  man  in  Bideford." 

"  Humph.  So  I  thought  myself  once,  Sir  ;  and  well 
I  have  proved  it.  But  I'll  be  plain  with  you,  Sir. 
You've  heard  how — how  I've  fared  since  you  saw  mc 
last?" 

Amyas  nodded  his  head. 

"  I  thought  so.  Shame  rides  post.  Now  then,  Cap- 
tain Leigh,  listen  to  me.  I,  being  a  plain  man  and  a 
burgher,  and  one  that  never  drew  iron  in  my  life,  ex- 
cept to  mend  a  pen,  ask  you,  being  a  gentleman  and  a 
captain  and  a  man  of  honour,  with  a  wen]  ion  to  your 
side,  and  harness  to  your  back — what  would  you  do  in 
my  place?" 

"  Humph  !"    said   Amyas,   "  that  would  very  much 


SLEW  THE   KING   OF   THE   GUBBINGS.  197 

depend  on  whether  '  my  place '   was  my  own  fault  or 
not." 

"  And  what  if  it  were,  Sir  ?    What  if  all  that  the 
charitable  folks  of  Bideford — (Heaven  reward  them  for 
their  tender  mercies !) — have  been  telling  you  in  the  last 
hour  be  true,  Sir, — true !  and  yet  not  half  the  truth  ?" 
Amyas  gave  a  start. 

"  Ah,  you  shrink  from  me !  Of  course  a  man  is  too 
righteous  to  forgive  those  who  repent,  though  God  is 
not." 

"  God  knows,  Sir — " 

"  Yes,  Sir,  God  does  know — all ;  and  you  shall  know 
a  little — as  much  as  I  can  tell — or  you  understand. 
Come  up-stairs  with  me,  Sir,  as  you'll  drink  no  more  ; 
I  have  a  liking  for  you.  I  have  watched  you  from  your 
boyhood,  and  I  can  trust  you,  and  I'll  show  you  what  I 
never  showed  to  mortal  man  but  one." 

And,  taking  up  a  candle,  he  led  the  way  up-stairs, 
while  Amyas  followed  wondering. 

He  stopped  at  a  door,  and  unlocked  it. 
"  There,   come  in.      Those   shutters  have  not  been 
opened  since  she — "  and  the  old  man  was  silent. 

Amyas  looked  round  the  room.  It  was  a  low  wains- 
coted room,  such  as  one  sees  in  old  houses  :  everything 
was  in  the  most  perfect  neatness.  The  snow-white 
sheets  on  the  bed  were  turned  down  as  if  ready  for  an 
occupant.  There  were  books  arranged  on  the  shelves, 
fresh  flowers  on  the  table ;  the  dressing-table  had  all  its 
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woman's  mundus  of  pins,  and  rings,  and  brushes ;  even 
the  dressing-gown  lay  over  the  chair-back.  Everything 
was  evidently  just  as  it  had  been  left. 

"  This  was  her  room,  Sir,"  whispered  the  old  man. 

Amyas  nodded  silently,  and  half  drew  back. 

"  You  need  not  be  modest  about  entering  it  now, 
Sir,"  whispered  he,  with  a  sort  of  sneer.  "  There  has 
been  no  frail  flesh  and  blood  in  it  for  many  a  day." 

Amyas  sighed. 

"  I  sweep  it  out  myself  every  morning,  and  keep 
all  tidy.  See  here!"  and  he  pulled  open  a  drawer. 
"  Here  are  all  her  gowns,  and  there  are  her  hoods  ;  and 
there — I  know  'em  all  by  heart  now,  and  the  place  of 
every  one.     And  there,  Sir, — " 

And  he  opened  a  cupboard,  where  lay  in  rows  all 
Eose's  dolls,  and  the  worn-out  playthings  of  her  child- 
hood. 

"  That's  the  pleasantest  place  of  all  in  the  room  to 
me,"  said  he,  whispering  still;  "  for  it  minds  me  of 
when  —  and  maybe,  she  may  become  a  little  child 
once  more,  Sir ;  it's  written  in  the  Scripture,  you 
know — " 

"  Amen ! M  said  Amyas,  who  felt,  to  his  own  wonder, 
a  big  tear  stealing  down  each  cheek. 

"  And  now,"  he  whispered,  "  one  thing  more.  Look 
here  \" — and  pulling  out  a  key,  he  unlocked  a  chest,  and 
lifted  up  tray  after  tray  of  necklaces  and  jewels,  furs, 
lawns,   cloth  of  gold.     "  Look  there !     Two  thousand 
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pound  won't  buy  that  chest.  Twenty  years  have  I 
been  getting  those  things  together.  That's  the  cream 
of  many  a  Levant  voyage,  and  East  Indian  voyage,  and 
West  Indian  voyage.  My  Lady  Bath  can't  match  those 
pearls  in  her  grand  house  at  Tawstock  ;  I  got  'em  from 
.a  Genoese,  though,  and  paid  for  'em.  Look  at  that 
embroidered  lawn !  There's  not  such  a  piece  in  London ; 
no,  nor  in  Alexandria,  I'll  warrant ;  nor  short  of  Calicut, 
where  it  came  from.  .  .  .  Look  here  again,  there's  a 
golden  cup !  I  bought  that  of  one  that  was  out  with 
Pizarro  in  Peru.  And  look  here,  again ! " — and  the  old 
man  gloated  over  the  treasure. 

"  And  whom  do  you  think  I  kept  all  these  for  ? 
These  were  for  her  wedding-day — for  her  wedding-day. 
For  your  wedding-day,  if  you'd  been  minded,  Sir! 
Yes,  yours,  Sir !  And  yet,  I  believe,  I  was  so  ambi- 
tious that  I  would  not  have  let  her  marry  under  an 
earl,  all  the  while  I  was  pretending  to  be  too  proud  to 
throw  her  at  the  head  of  a  squire's  son.  Ah  well ! 
There  was  my  idol,  Sir.  I  made  her  mad,  I  pampered 
her  up  with  gewgaws  and  vanity ;  and  then,  because  my 
idol  was  just  what  I  had  made  her,  I  turned  again  and 
rent  her. 

"  And  now,"  said  he,  pointing  to  the  open  chest, 
"that  was  what  I  meant;  and  that"  (pointing  to  the 
empty  bed),  "  was  what  God  meant.  Never  mind.  Come 
down  stairs  and  finish  your  wine.  I  see  you  don't  care 
about  it  all.     Why  should  you  ?  you  are  not  her  father, 
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and  you  may  thank  God  you  are  not      Go,    and   be 

merry  while  you   can,  young  Sir! And 

yet,  all  this  might  have  been  yours.  And — but  I 
don't  suppose  you  are  one  to  be  won  by  money — but 
all  this  may  be  yours  still,  and  twenty  thousand  pounds 
to  boot." 

"  I  want  no  money,  Sir,  but  what  I  can  earn  with  my 
own  sword." 

"  Earn  my  money,  then  !" 

"  What  on  earth  do  you  want  of  me?" 

"  To  keep  your  oath,"  said  Salterne,  clutching  his 
arm,  and  looking  up  into  his  face  with  searching  eyes. 

"  My  oath  !    How  did  you  know  that  I  had  one?" 

"  Ah!  you  were  well  ashamed  of  it,  I  suppose,  next 
day !  A  drunken  frolic  all  about  a  poor  merchant's 
daughter !  But  there  is  nothing  hidden  that  shall  not 
be  revealed,  nor  done  in  the  closet,  that  is  not  pro- 
claimed on  the  house-tops." 

"  Ashamed  of  it,  Sir,  I  never  was  :  but  I  have  a  right 
to  ask  how  you  came  to  know  it  ?" 

"What  if  a  poor  fat  squinny  rogue,  a  low-born  fellow 
even  as  I  am,  whom  you  had  baffled,  and  made  a  laugh- 
ing-stock, had  come  to  me  in  my  loneliness  and  sworn 
before  God  that  if  you  honourable  gentlemen  would 
not  keep  your  words,  he  the  clown  would?" 

"  John  Brimblecombe  ?" 

"  And  what  if  I  had  brought  him  where  I  have 
brought  you,  and  shown  him  what  I  have  shown  you, 
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and,  instead  of  standing  as  stiff  as  any  Spaniard,  as  you 
do,  he  had  thrown  himself  on  his  knees  by  that  bedside, 
and  wept  and  prayed,  Sir,  till  he  opened  my  hard  heart 
for  the  first  and  last  time,  and  I  fell  down  on  my  sinful 
knees  and  wept  and  prayed  by  him?1' 

"  I  am  not  given  to  weeping,  Mr.  Salterne,"  said 
Amy  as  ;  "  and  as  for  praying,  I  don't  know  yet  what 
I  have  to  pray  for,  on  her  account :  my  business  is  to 
work.  Show  me  what  I  can  do,  and  when  you  have 
done  that,  it  will  be  full  time  to  upbraid  me  with  not 
doing  it." 

f4  You  can  cut  that  fellow's  throat." 

"  It  will  take  a  long  arm  to  reach  him." 

"  I  suppose  it  is  as  easy  to  sail  to  the  Spanish  main 
as  it  was  to  sail  round  the  world." 

"My  good  Sir,"  said  Amyas,  "I  have  at  this 
moment  no  more  worldly  goods  than  my  clothes  and 
my  sword ;  so  how  to  sail  to  the  Spanish  main,  I  don't 
quite  see." 

14  And  do  you  suppose,  Sir,  that  I  should  hint  to  you 
of  such  a  voyage,  if  I  meant  you  to  be  at  the  charge  of 
it  ?  No,  Sir,  if  you  want  two  thousand  pounds,  or  five, 
to  fit  a  ship,  take  it !  Take  it,  Sir  !  I  hoarded  money 
for  my  child :  and  now  I  will  spend  it  to  avenge  her." 

Amyas  was  silent  for  awhile ;  the  old  man  still  held 
his  arm,  still  looked  up  steadfastly  and  fiercely  in  his 
face. 

"  Bring   me   home  that  man's  head,  and  take  ship, 
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prizes — all !  Keep  the  gain,  Sir,  and  give  me  the 
revenge  I" 

"  Gain  ?  Do  you  think  I  need  bribing,  Sir?  What 
kept  me  silent  was  the  thought  of  my  mother :  I  dare 
not  go  without  her  leave." 

Salterne  made  a  gesture  of  impatience. 

"  I  dare  not,  Sir ;  I  must  obey  my  parent,  whatever 
else  I  do." 

"  Humph  ! "  said  he.  "  If  others  had  obeyed  theirs  as 
well ! — But  you  are  right,  Captain  Leigh,  right.  You 
will  prosper,  whoever  else  does  not.  Now,  Sir,  good- 
night, if  you  will  let  me  be  the  first  to  say  so.  My  old 
eyes  grow  heavy  early  now-a-days.  Perhaps  it's  old 
age,  perhaps  it's  sorrow." 

So  Amyas  departed  to  the  inn,  and  there,  to  his  great 
joy,  found  Cary  waiting  for  him,  from  whom  he  learnt 
details,  which  must  be  kept  for  another  chapter,  and 
which  I  shall  tell,  for  convenience'  sake,  in  my  own 
words  and  not  in  his. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

HOW   ME.   JOHN   BRIMBLEC03IBE   UNDERSTOOD   THE   NATURE  OP 

AN   OATH. 

"  The  Kynge  of  Spayn  is  a  foul  paynim, 
And  lieveth  on  Mahound ; 
And  pity  it  were  that  lady  fayre 
Should  marry  a  heathen  hound." 

Kynrj  Estmere. 

About  six  weeks  after  the  duel,  the  miller  at  Stow 
had  come  up  to  the  great  house  in  much  tribulation,  to 
borrow  the  bloodhounds.  Rose  Salteme  had  vanished 
in  the  night,  no  man  knew  whither. 

Sir  Richard  was  in  Bideford :  but  the  old  steward 
took  on  himself  to  send  for  the  keepers,  and  down  went 
the  serving  men  to  the  Mill  with  all  the  idle  lads  of  the 
parish  at  their  heels,  thinking  a  maiden-hunt  very  good 
sport :  and  of  course  taking  a  view  of  the  case  as 
favourable  as  possible  to  Rose. 

They  reviled  the  miller  and  his  wife  roundly  for 
hard-hearted  old  heathens  ;  and  had  no  doubt  that  they 
had  driven  the  poor  maid  to  throw  herself  over  cliff,  or 
drown  herself  in  the  sea ;  while  all  the  women  of  Stow, 
on  the  other  hand,  were  of  unanimous  opinion  that  the 
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hussy  had  "gone  off"  with  some  had  fellow;  and  that 
pride  was  sure  to  have  a  fall,  and  so  forth. 

The  facts  of  the  case  were,  that  all  Kose's  trink. 
were  left  behind,  so  that  she  had  at  least  gone  off 
honestly  ;  and  nothing  seemed  to  he  missing,  but  some 
of  her  linen,  which  old  Anthony  the  steward  broadly 
hinted  was  likely  to  be  found  in  other  people's  boxes. 
The  only  trace  was  a  little  footmark  under  her  bedroom 
window.  On  that  the  bloodhound  was  laid  (of  course 
in  leash)  and  after  a  premonitory  whimper,  lifted  up 
his  mighty  voice,  and  started  bell- mouthed  through  the 
garden  gate,  and  up  the  lane,  towing  behind  him  the 
panting  keeper,  till  they  reached  the  downs  above,  and 
went  straight  away  for  Marsland-mouth,  where  the 
whole  posse  comitatus  pulled  up  breathless  at  the  door 
of  Lucy  Passmore. 

Lucy,  as  perhaps  I  should  have  said  before,  was  now 
a  widow,  and  found  her  widowhood  not  altogether 
contrary  to  her  interest.  Her  augury  about  her  old  man 
had  been  fulfilled ;  he  had  never  returned  since  the 
night  [on  which  he  put  to  sea  with  Eustace  and  the 
Jesuits. 

"  Some  natural  tears  she  shed,  but  dried  them  soon  " — 

as  many  of  them,  at  least.  H  were  not  required  for 
purposes  of  business ;  and  then  determined  to  prevent 
suspicion  by  a  bold  move;  she  started  off  to  Stow. 
and  told  Lady  Grenvile  a  most  pathetic  tale  :  how  her 
husband   had   gone   out  to  pollock  fishing,  and   never 
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returned :  but  how  she  had  heard  horsemen  gallop  past 
her  window  in  the  dead  of  night,  and  was  sure  they 
must  have  been  the  Jesuits,  and  that  they  had  carried 
off  her  old  man  by  main  force,  and  probably,  after 
making  use  of  his  services,  had  killed  and  salted  him 
down  for  provision  on  their  voyage  back  to  the  Pope  at 
Rome ;  after  which  she  ended  by  intreating  protection 
against  those  "  Popish  skulkers  up  to  Chapel,"  who  were 
sworn  to  do  her  a  mischief;  and  by  an  appeal  to  Lady 
Grenvile's  sense  of  justice,  as  to  whether  the  Queen 
ought  not  to  allow  her  a  pension,  for  having  had  her 
heart's  love  turned  into  a  sainted  martyr  by  the  hands 
of  idolatrous  traitors. 

Lady  Grenvile,  (who  had  a  great  opinion  of  Lucy's 
medical  skill,  and  always  sent  for  her  if  one  of  the 
children  had  a  "  housty,"  i.e.  sore-throat,)  went  forth  and 
pleaded  the  case  before  Sir  Richard  with  such  effect, 
that  Lucy  was  on  the  whole  better  off  than  ever  for  the 
next  two  or  three  years.  But  now — what  had  she  to  do 
with  Rose's  disappearance  ?  and,  indeed,  where  was  she 
herself?  Her  door  was  fast ;  and  round  it  her  flock  of 
goats  stood,  crying  in  vain  for  her  to  come  and  milk 
them  ;  while  from  the  down  above,  her  donkeys,  wander- 
ing at  their  own  sweet  will,  answered  the  bay  of  the 
bloodhound  with  a  burst  of  harmony. 

"  They'm  laughing  at  us,  keper,  they  noddies ;  sure 
enough,  we'm  lost  our  labour  here." 

But  the  bloodhound,  after  working  about  the  door 
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awhile,  turned  down  the  glen,  and  never  stopped  till  lie 
reached  the  margin  of  the  sea. 

"  They'm  taking  water.  Let's  go  back,  and  rout  out 
the  old  witch's  house." 

"  -'Tis  just  like  that  old  Lucy,  to  lock  a  poor  maid 
into  shame." 

And  returning,  they  attacked  the  cottage,  and  by 
a  general  plebiscitum,  ransacked  the  little  dwelling, 
partly  in  indignation,  and  partly,  if  the  truth  be  told, 
in  the  hope  of  plunder :  but  plunder  there  was  none. 
Lucy  had  decamped  with  all  her  moveable  wealth, 
saving  the  huge  black  cat  among  the  embers,  who  at 
the  sight  of  the  bloodhound  vanished  up  the  chimney, 
(some  said  with  a  strong  smell  of  brimstone,)  and  being 
viewed  outside,  was  chased  into  the  woods,  where  she 
lived,  I  doubt  not,  many  happy  years,  a  scourge  to  all 
the  rabbits  of  the  glen. 

The  goats  and  donkeys  were  driven  off  up  to  Stow ; 
and  the  mob  returned,  a  little  ashamed  of  themsefr 
when  their  brief  wrath  was  past ;  and  a  little  afraid,  too, 
of  what  Sir  Richard  might  say. 

He,  when  he  returned,  sold  the  donkeys  and  goats, 
and  gave  the  money  to  the  poor,  promising  to  refund 
the  same,  if  Lucy  returned  and  gave  herself  up  to 
justice.  But  Lucy  did  not  return  ;  and  her  cott&g 
from  which  the  neighbours  shrank  aa  from  a  haunted 
place,  remained  as  she  had  left  it,  and  crumbled  slowly 
down  to  four  fern-covered  walls,  past  which  the  little 
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stream  went  murmuring  on  from  pool  to  pool — the  only 
voice,  for  many  a  year  to  come,  which  broke  the  silence 
of  that  lonely  glen. 

A  few  days  afterwards,  Sir  Kichard,  on  his  way  from 
Bideford  to  Stow,  looked  in  at  Clovelly  Court,  and 
mentioned  with  a  "  by  the  bye"  news  which  made  Will 
Cary  leap  from  his  seat  almost  to  the  ceiling.  What  it 
was  we  know  already. 

"  And  there  is  no  clue  ?"  asked  Old  Cary;  for  his  son 
was  speechless. 

"  Only  this ;  I  hear  that  some  fellow  prowling  about 
the  cliffs  that  night,  saw  a  pinnace  running  for 
Lundy." 

Will  rose,  and  went  hastily  out  of  the  room. 

In  half-an-hour,  he  and  three  or  four  armed  servants 
were  on  board  a  trawling-skiff,  and  away  to  Lundy. 
He  did  not  return  for  three  days,  and  then  brought 
news ;  that  an  elderly  man,  seemingly  a  foreigner,  had 
been  lodging  for  some  months  past  in  a  part  of  the 
ruined  Moresco  Castle,  which  was  tenanted  by  one 
John  Braund ;  that  a  few  weeks  since  a  younger  man, 
a  foreigner  also,  had  joined  him  from  on  board  a 
ship :  the  ship  a  Flushinger,  or  Easterling  of  some  sort. 
The  ship  came  and  went  more  than  once;  and  the  young- 
man  in  her.  A  few  days  since,  a  lady  and  her  maid,  a 
stout  woman,  came  with  him  up  to  the  castle,  and  talked 
with  the  elder  man  a  long  while  in  secret ;  abode  there 
all  night ;   and  then  all  three  sailed  in  the  morning. 
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The  fishermen  on  tlie  beach  had  heard  the  young  man 
call  the  other  father.  He  was  a  very  still  man,  much  as 
a  mass-priest  might  be.  More  they  did  not  know,  or 
did  not  choose  to  know. 

Whereon,  Old  Gary  and  Sir  Richard  sent  Will  on  a 
second  trip  with  the  parish  constable  of  Hartland  (in 
which  huge  parish,  for  its  sins,  is  situate  the  Isle  of 
Lundy,  ten  miles  out  at  sea)  ;  who  returned  with  the 
body  of  the  hapless  John  Braund,  farmer,  fisherman, 
smuggler,  &c.  ;  which  worthy,  after  much  fruitless 
examination,  (wherein  examinate  was  afflicted  with 
extreme  deafness  and  loss  of  memory)  departed  to 
Exeter  gaol,  on  a  charge  of  "  harbouring  priests,  Jesuits, 
gipsies,  and  other  suspect  and  traitorous  persons." 

Poor  John  Braund,  whose  motive  for  entertaining  the 
said  ugly  customers  had  probably  been  not  treason,  but 
a  wife,  seven  children,  and  arrears  of  rent,  did  not 
thrive  under  the  change  from  the  pure  air  of  Lundy  to 
the  pestiferous  one  of  Exeter  gaol,  made  infamous,  but 
two  years  after,  (if  I  recollect  right.)  by  a  "  black 
assizes,"  nearly  as  fatal  as  that  more  notorious  one  at 
Oxford ;  for  in  it,  "  whether  by  the  stench  of  the 
prisoners,  or  by  a  stream  of  foul  air,"  judge,  jury. 
counsel,  and  bystanders,  numbering  among  them  many 
members  of  the  best  families  in  Devon,  sickened  in 
court,  and  died  miserably  within  a  few  days. 

John  Braund,  then,  took  the  gaol-fever  in  a  week, 
and  died   raving  in   that  noisome  den ;   his   secret,   if 
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he  liad  one,  perished  with  him,  and  nothing  but  vague 
suspicion  was  left  as  to  Rose  Salterne's  fate.  That  she 
had  gone  off  with  the  Spaniard,  few  doubted;  but  whither, 
and  in  what  character?  On  that  last  subject,  be  sure, 
no  mercy  was  shown  to  her  by  many  a  Bideford  dame, 
who  had  hated  the  poor  girl  simply  for  her  beauty ;  and 
by  many  a  country  lady,  who  had  "  always  expected 
that  the  girl  would  be  brought  to  ruin  by  the  absurd 
notice,  beyond  what  her  station  had  a  right  to,  which 
was  taken  of  her ; "  while  every  young  maiden  aspired  to 
fill  the  throne  which  Rose  had  abdicated.  So  that,  on 
the  whole,  Bideford  considered  itself  as  going  on  as  well 
without  poor  Rose  as  it  had  done  with  her,  or  even 
better.  And  though  she  lingered  in  some  hearts  still  as 
a  fair  dream,  the  business  and  the  bustle  of  each  day 
soon  swept  that  dream  away,  and  her  place  knew  her 
no  more. 

And  Will  Gary? 

He  was  for  awhile  like  a  man  distracted.  He  heaped 
himself  with  all  manner  of  superfluous  reproaches,  for 
having  (as  he  said)  first  brought  the  Rose  into  disgrace, 
and  then  driven  her  into  the  arms  of  the  Spaniard  ;  while 
St.  Leger,  who  was  a  sensible  man  enough,  tried  in  vain 
to  persuade  him  that  the  fault  was  not  his  at  all ;  that 
the  two  must  have  been  attached  to  each  other  long 
before  the  quarrel ;  that  it  must  have  ended  so,  sooner 
or  later ;  that  old  Salterne's  harshness,  rather  than 
Cary's  wrath,  had  hastened  the  catastrophe  ;  and  finally, 

VOL.  II.  p 
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that  the  Rose  and  her  fortunes  were,  now  that  she 
had  eloped  with  a  Spaniard,  not  worth  troubling  their 
heads  about.  Poor  Will  would  not  be  so  comforted. 
He  wrote  off  to  Frank  at  Whitehall,  telling  him  the 
whole  truth,  calling  himself  all  fools  and  villains,  and 
entreating  Frank's  forgiveness  ;  to  which  he  received  an 
answer,  in  which  Frank  said  that  Will  had  no  reason 
to  accuse  himself;  that  these  strange  attachments  were 
due  to  a  synastria,  or  sympathy  of  the  stars,  which  ruled 
the  destinies  of  each  person,  to  fight  against  which  w 
to  fight  against  the  heavens  themselves;  that  he,  as 
a  brother  of  the  Rose,  was  bound  to  believe,  nay,  to 
assert  at  the  sword's  point  if  need  were,  that  the  incom- 
parable Rose  of  Torridge  could  make  none  but  a  worthy 
and  virtuous  choice;  and  that  to  the  man  whom  she 
had  honoured  by  her  affection  was  due  on  their  part. 
Spaniard  and  Papist  though  he  might  be,  all  friendship, 
worship,  and  loyal  faith  for  evermore. 

And  honest  Will  took  it  all  for  gospel,  little  dream- 
ing what  agony  of  despair,  what  fearful  suspicions  what 
bitter  prayers,  this  letter  had  cost  to  the  gentle  heart  of 
Francis  Leigh. 

He  showed  the  letter  triumphantly  to  St.  Leger ;  and 
lie  was  quite  wise  enough  to  gainsay  no  word  of  it, 
at  least  aloud;  but  quite  wise  enough,  also,  to  believe 
in  secret  that  Frank  looked  on  the  matter  in  quit*- 
a  different  light;  however,  he  contented  himself  with 
saying,— 
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"  The  man  is  an  angel,  as  his  mother  is!"  and  there 
the  matter  dropped  for  a  few  days,  till  one  came  forward 
who  had  no  mind  to  let  it  drop,  and  that  was  Jack 
Brimblecombe,  now  curate  of  Hartland  town,  and 
"  passing  rich  on  forty  pounds  a-year." 

"  I  hope  no  offence,  Mr.  William  ;  but  when  are  you 
and  the  rest  going  after — after  her?'1  The  name  stuck 
in  his  throat. 

Cary  was  taken  aback. 

"What's  that  to  thee,  Catiline  the  blood-drinker?" 
asked  he,  trying  to  laugh  it  off. 

"What?  Don't  laugh  at  me,  Sir,  for  it's  no  laugh- 
ing matter.  I  drank  that  night  nought  worse,  I  expect, 
than  red  wine.  Whatever  it  wras,  we  swore  our  oaths, 
Mr.  Cary;  and  oaths  are  oaths,  say  I." 

"  Of  course,  Jack,  of  course ;  but  to  go  to  look  for  her 
— and  when  we've  found  her,  cut  her  lover's  throat — 
Absurd,  Jack,  even  if  she  were  worth  looking  for,  or  his 
throat  worth  cutting.     Tut,  tut,  tut — " 

But  Jack  looked  steadfastly  in  his  face,  and  after 
some  silence, 

"  How  far  is  it  to  the  Caraccas,  then,  Sir?" 

"  What  is  that  to  thee,  man?" 

"  Why,  he  was  made  governor  thereof,  I  hear ;  so 
that  would  be  the  place  to  find  her." 

"  You  don't  mean  to  go  thither  to  seek  her?"  shouted 
Cary,  forcing  a  laugh. 

"That  depends  on  whether  I  can  go,  Sir;  but  if  I 

p2 
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can  scrape  the  money  togetlier,  or  get  a  berth  on  board 
some  ship,  why  God's  will  must  be  done." 

Will  looked  at  him,  to  see  if  he  had  been  drinking,  or 
gone  mad ;  but  the  little  pigs'  eyes  were  both  sane  and 
sober. 

Will  knew  no  answer.  To  laugh  at  the  poor  fellow 
was  easy  enough ;  to  deny  that  he  was  right,  that  he 
was  a  hero  and  cavalier,  outdoing  romance  itself  in 
faithfulness,  not  so  easy ;  and  Cary,  in  the  first  impulse, 
wished  him  at  the  bottom  of  the  bay  for  shaming  him. 
Of  course,  his  own  plan  of  letting  ill  alone  was  the 
rational,  prudent,  irreproachable  plan,  and  just  what  any 
gentleman  in  his  senses  would  have  done ;  but  here  was 
a  vulgar,  fat  curate,  out  of  his  senses,  determined  not  to 
let  ill  alone,  but  to  do  something,  as  Cary  felt  in  his 
heart,  of  a  far  diviner  stamp. 

"  Well,"  said  Jack  in  his  stupid  steadfast  way.  "  it's  a 
very  bad  look-out ;  but  mother's  pretty  well  off,  if  father 
dies,  and  the  maidens  are  stout  wenches  enough,  and 
will  make  tidy  servants,  please  the  Lord.  And  you'll 
see  that  they  come  to  no  harm,  3Ir.  William,  for  old 
acquaintance'  sake,  if  I  never  come  back." 

Cary  was  silent  with  amazement. 

"  And,  Mr.  William,  you  know  me  for  an  honest  man, 
I  hope.  Will  you  lend  me  a  five  pound,  and  take  my 
books  in  pawn  for  them,  just  to  help  me  out?" 

"  Are  you  mad,  or  in  a  dream?  You  will  never  find 
her!" 
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"  That's  no  reason  why  I  shouldn't  do  my  duty  in 
looking  for  her,  Mr.  William." 

"  But,  my  good  fellow,  even  if  you  get  to  the  Indies, 
you  will  be  clapt  into  the  Inquisition,  and  burnt  alive, 
as  sure  as  your  name  is  Jack." 

"  I  know  that,"  said  he  in  a  doleful  tone ;  "  and  a  sore 
struggle  of  the  flesh  I  have  had  about  it ;  for  I  am  a 
great  coward,  Mr.  William,  a  dirty  coward,  and  always 
was,  as  you  know :  but  maybe  the  Lord  will  take  care 
of  me,  as  He  does  of  little  children  and  drunken  men ; 
and  if  not,  Mr.  Will,  I'd  sooner  burn,  and  have  it  over, 
than  go  on  this  way  any  longer,  I  would ! "  and  Jack 
burst  out  blubbering. 

"  What  way,  my  dear  old  lad?"  said  Will,  softened 
as  he  well  might  be. 

"  Why,  not  —  not  to  know  whether  —  whether  — 
whether  she's  married  to  him  or  not — her  that  I  looked 
up  to  as  an  angel  of  God,  as  pure  as  the  light  of  day ; 
and  knew  she  was  too  good  for  a  poor  pot-head  like 
me ;  and  prayed  for  her  every  night,  God  knows,  that 
she  might  marry  a  king,  if  there  was  one  fit  for  her — 
and  I  not  to  know  whether  she's  living  in  sin  or 
not,  Mr.  William. — It's  more  than  I  can  bear,  and 
there's  an  end  of  it.  And  if  she  is  married  to  him, 
they  keep  no  faith  with  heretics ;  they  can  dissolve 
the  marriage,  or  make  away  with  her  into  the  Inqui- 
sition ;  burn  her,  Mr.  Cary,  as  soon  as  burn  me,  the 
devils  incarnate." 
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Cary  shuddered ;  the  fact,  true  and  palpable  as  it 
was,  had  never  .struck  him  before. 

"  Yes !  or  make  her  deny  her  God  by  torments,  if 
she  hasn't  done  it  already  for  love  to  that —  I  know 
how  love  will  make  a  body  sell  his  soul,  for  I've  been 
in  love.  Don't  you  laugh  at  me,  Mr.  Will,  or  I  shall 
go  mad ! " 

"  God  knows,  I  was  never  less  inclined  to  laugh  at 
you  in  my  life,  my  brave  old  Jack." 

"Is  it  so,  then?  Bless  you  for  that  word!"  and 
Jack  held  out  his  hand.  "  But  what  will  become  of  my 
soul,  after  my  oath,  if  I  don't  seek  her  out,  just  to  speak 
to  her,  to  warn  her  for  God's  sake,  even  if  it  did  no 
good ;  just  to  set  before  her  the  Lord's  curse  on  idolatry 
and  Antichrist,  and  those  who  deny  Him  for  the  sake  of 
any  creature,  though  I  can't  think  He  would  be  hard  on 
her, — for  who  could  ?  But  I  must  speak  all  the  same. 
The  Lord  has  laid  the  burden  on  me,  and  done  it  must 
be.     God  help  me!" 

"Jack,"  said  Cary,  "if  this  is  your  duty,  it  ifl 
others'." 

"No,  Sir,  I  don't  say  that;  you're  a  layman,  but 
I  am  a  deacon,  and  the  chaplain  of  you  all,  and  sworn 
to  seek  out  Christ's  sheep  scattered  up  and  down  this 
naughty  world,  and  that  innocent  Lamb  first  of  all." 

"You  have  shoe])  at  Hartlaml.  Jack,  already."" 

"There's  plenty  better  than  I  will  tend  them,  when 
I  am  gone;   but  none  that  will  tend   her,  because  none 
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love  her  like  me,  and  they  won't  venture.     Who  will  ? 
It  can't  be  expected,  and  no  shame  to  them?1' 

"  I  wonder  what  Amy  as  Leigh  would  say  to  all  this, 
if  he  were  at  home  ?" 

"Say?  He'd  do.  He  isn't  one  for  talking.  He'd 
go  through  fire  and  water  for  her,  you  trust  him,  Will 
Gary ;  and  call  me  an  ass  if  he  won't." 

"  Will  you  wait  then  till  he  comes  back,  and  ask 
him?" 

"  He  may  not  be  back  for  a  year  and  more." 

"  Hear  reason,  Jack.  If  you  will  wait  like  a  rational 
and  patient  man,  instead  of  rushing  blindfold  on  your 
ruin,  something  may  be  done." 

"  You  think  so  ?  " 

"  I  cannot  promise  ;  but — " 

"  But  promise  me  one  thing.  Do  you  tell  Mr. 
Frank  what  I  say — or  rather  I'll  warrant,  if  I  knew 
the  truth,  he  has  said  the  very  same  thing  himself 
already." 

"  You  are  out  there,  old  man ;  for  here  is  his  own 
handwriting." 

Jack  read  the  letter,  and  sighed  bitterly. 

"  Well,  I  did  take  him  for  another  guess  sort  of  fine 
gentleman.  Still,  if  my  duty  isn't  his,  it's  mine  all  the 
same.     I  judge  no  man;  but  I  go,  Mr.  Cary." 

a  But  go  you  shall  not  till  Amy  as  returns.  As  I 
live,  I  will  tell  your  father,  Jack,  unless  you  promise ; 
and  you  dare  not  disobey  him." 
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"  I  don't  know  even  that,  for  conscience'  sake,"'  said 
Jack,  doubtfully. 

"  At  least,  you  stay  and  dine  here,  old  fellow,  and  we 
will  settle  whether  you  are  to  break  the  fifth  command- 
ment or  not,  over  good  brewed  sack." 

Now  a  good  dinner  was  (as  we  know)  what  Jack 
loved,  and  loved  too  oft  in  vain ;  so  he  submitted  for 
the  nonce,  and  Cary  thought,  ere  he  went,  that  he  had 
talked  him  pretty  well  round.  At  least  he  went  home, 
and  was  seen  no  more  for  a  week. 

But  at  the  end  of  that  time  he  returned,  and  said 
with  a  joyful  voice — 

"  I've  settled  all,  Mr.  Will.  The  parson  of  Wel- 
combe  will  serve  my  church  for  two  Sundays,  and  I  am 
away  for  London  town,  to  speak  to  Mr.  Frank." 

"  To  London  ?     How  wilt  get  there  ?  " 

"  On  Shanks  his  mare,"  said  Jack,  pointing  to  his 
bandy  legs.  "  But  I  expect  I  can  get  a  lift  on  board  of 
a  coaster  so  far  as  Bristol,  and  it's  no  way  on  to  signify, 
I  hear." 

Cary  tried  in  vain  to  dissuade  him ;  and  then  fore 
on  him  a  small  loan,  with  which  away  went  Jack,  and 
Cary  heard  no  more  of  him  for  three  week-. 

At  last  he  walked  into  Clovelly  Court  again  just 
before  supper-time,  thin  and  leg-weary,  and  sat  himself 
down  among  the  serving  men  till  Will  appeared. 

Will  took  him  up  above  the  salt,  and  made  much 
of  him,  (which  indeed  the  honest  fellow  much  needed.) 
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and  after  supper  asked  him  in  private  how  he  had 
sped. 

"  I  have  learnt  a  lesson,  Mr.  William.  I've  learnt 
that  there  is  one  on  earth  loves  her  better  than  I,  if  she 
had  but  had  the  wit  to  have  taken  him." 

"  But  what  says  he  of  going  to  seek  her  ?  " 

-'  He  says  what  I  say,  Go !  and  he  says  what  you  say, 
Wait." 

"Go?  Impossible!  How  can  that  agree  with  his 
letter?" 

"  That's  no  concern  of  mine.  Of  course,  being  nearer 
heaven  than  I  am,  he  sees  clearer  what  he  should  say 
and  do  than  I  can  see  for  him.  Oh,  Mr.  Will,  that's 
not  a  man,  he's  an  angel  of  God ;  but  he's  dying,  Mr. 
Will." 

"Dying?" 

"  Yes,  faith,  of  love  for  her.  I  can  see  it  in  his  eyes, 
and  hear  it  in  his  voice ;  but  I  am  of  tougher  hide,  and 
stirTer  clay,  and  so  you  see  I  can't  die  even  if  I  tried. 
But  I'll  obey  my  betters,  and  wait." 

And  so  Jack  went  home  to  his  parish  that  very  even- 
ing, weary  as  he  was,  in  spite  of  all  entreaties  to  pass 
the  night  at  Clovelly.  But  he  had  left  behind  him 
thoughts  in  Gary's  mind,  which  gave  their  owner  no 
rest  by  day  or  night,  till  the  touch  of  a  seeming  accident 
made  them  all  start  suddenly  into  shape,  as  a  touch  of 
the  freezing  water  covers  it  in  an  instant  with  crystals 
of  ice 
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He  was  lounging  (so  he  told  Amyas)  one  murky  day 
on  Bideford  quay,  when  up  came  Mr.  Salterne.  Cary 
had  shunned  him  of  late,  partly  from  delicacy,  partly 
from  dislike  of  his  supposed  hard-heartedness.  But 
this  time  they  happened  to  meet  full ;  and  Cary  could 
not  pass  without  speaking  to  him. 

"  Well,  Mr.  Salterne,  and  how  goes  on  the  shipping 
trade?" 

"  Well  enough,  Sir,  if  some  of  you  young  gentlemen 
would  but  follow  Mr.  Leigh's  example,  and  go  forth  to 
find  us  stay-at-homes  new  markets  for  our  ware." 

"  What  ?  you  want  to  be  rid  of  us,  eh  ?" 

"  I  don't  know  why  I  should,  Sir.  We  shan't  cross 
each  other  now,  Sir,  whatever  might  have  been  once. 
But  if  I  were  you,  I  should  be  in  the  Indies  about  now, 
if  I  were  not  fighting  the  Queen's  battles  nearer  home." 

"  In  the  Indies?  I  should  make  but  a  poor  hand  of 
Drake's  trade."  And  so  the  conversation  dropped ;  but 
Caiy  did  not  forget  the  hint. 

"  So,  lad,  to  make  an  end  of  a  long  story,"  said  he  to 
Amyas ;  "  if  you  are  minded  to  take  the  old  man's 
offer,  so  am  I ;  and  Westward-ho  with  you,  come  foul 
come  fair." 

"  It  will  be  but  a  wild-goose  chase,  Will.'' 

"  If  she  is  with  him,  we  shall  rind  her  at  La  Guavra. 
If  she  is  not,  and  the  villain  has  cast  her  off  down  the 
wind,  that  will  be  only  an  additional  reason  for  making 
an  example  of  him." 
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"  And  if  neither  of  them  are  there,  Will,  the  Plate- 
fleets  will  be ;  so  it  will  be  our  own  shame  if  we  come 
home  empty-handed.  But  will  your  father  let  you  run 
such  a  risk  ?  " 

"My  father!"  said  Cary,  laughing.  "He  has  just 
now  so  good  hope  of  a  long  string  of  little  Carys  to  fill 
my  place,  that  he  will  be  in  no  lack  of  an  heir,  come 
what  will." 

"  Little  Carys?" 

"  I  tell  you  truth.     I  think  he  must  have  had  a  sly 
sup  of  that  fountain  of  perpetual  youth,  which  our  friend 
Don  Guzman's  grandfather  went  to  seek  in  Florida ;  for 
some  twelvemonth  since,  he  must  needs  marry  a  tenant's 
buxom   daughter ;   and   Mistress  Abishag  Jewell  has 
brought  him  one  fat  baby  already.     So  I  shall  go,  back 
to  Ireland,  or  with  you :  but  somewhere.     I  can't  abide 
the  thing's  squalling,  any  more  than  I  can  seeing  Mis- 
tress Abishag  sitting  in  my  poor  dear  mother's  place,  and 
informing  me  every  other  day  that  she  is  come  of  an 
illustrious  house,  because  she  is  (or  is  not)  third  cousin 
seven  times  removed  to  my  father's  old  friend,  Bishop 
Jewell  of  glorious  memory.    I  had  three-parts  of  a  quar- 
rel with  the  dear  old  man  the  other  day ;  for  after  one  of 
her  peacock-bouts,  I  couldn't  for  the  life  of  me  help 
saying,  that  as  the  Bishop  had  written  an  Apology  for 
the  people  of  England,  my  father  had  better  conjure  up 
his  ghost  to  write  an  apology  for  him,   and  head  it, 
'  Why  green  heads  should  grow  on  grey  shoulders.' 
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"  You  impudent  villain !  And  what  did  he  say  ?" 
"  Laughed  till  he  cried  again,  and  told  me  that  if 
I  did  not  like  it  I  might  leave  it ;  which  is  just  what 
I  intend  to  do.  Only  mind,  if  we  go,  we  must  needs 
take  Jack  Brimblecombe  with  us,  or  he  will  surely 
heave  himself  over  Harty-point,  and  his  ghost  will 
haunt  us  to  our  dying  day." 

"  Jack  shall  go.  None  deserves  it  better." 
After  which  there  was  a  long  consultation  on  prac- 
tical matters,  and  it  was  concluded  that  Amyas  should 
go  up  to  London  and  sound  Frank  and  his  mother,  be- 
fore any  further  steps  were  taken.  The  other  brethren 
of  the  Rose  were  scattered  far  and  wide,  each  at  his  post, 
and  St.  Leger  had  returned  to  his  uncle,  so  that  it 
would  be  unfair  to  them,  as  well  as  a  considerable 
delay,  to  demand  of  them  any  fulfilment  of  their  vow. 
And,  as  Amyas  sagely  remarked,  "  Too  many  cooks 
spoil  the  broth,  and  half-a-dozen  gentlemen  aboard  one 
ship  are  as  bad  as  two  kings  of  Brentford." 

With  which   maxim  he  departed  next  morning  for 
London,  leaving  Yeo  with  Cary. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

THE  MOST   CHIVALROUS  ADVENTURE  OF  THE  GOOD   SHIP  ROSE. 

"  He  is  brass  within,  and  steel  without, 
With  beams  on  his  topcastle  strong ; 
And  eighteen  pieces  of  ordinance 
He  carries  on  either  side  along." 

Sir  Andrew  Barton. 

Let  us  take  boat,  as  Amyas  did,  at  Whitehall-stairs, 
and  slip  down  ahead  of  him  under  old  London  bridge, 
and  so  to  Deptford  Creek,  where  remains,  as  it  were  em- 
balmed, the  famous  ship,  Pelican,  in  which  Drake  had 
sailed  round  the  world.  There  she  stands,  drawn  up  high 
and  dry  upon  the  sedgy  bank  of  Thames,  like  an  old 
warrior  resting  after  his  toil.  Nailed  upon  her  mainmast 
are  epigrams  and  verses  in  honour  of  her  and  of  her 
captain,  three  of  which,  by  the  Winchester  scholars, 
Camden  gives  in  his  History;  and  Elizabeth's  self 
consecrated  her  solemnly,  and  having  banqueted  on 
board,  there  and  then  honoured  Drake  with  the  dignity 
of  knighthood.  "  At  which  time  a  bridge  of  planks,  by 
which  they  came  on  board,  broke  under  the  press  of 
people,    and  fell  down  with  a  hundred   men  upon  it, 
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who,  notwithstanding,  had  none  of  them  any  harm. 
So  as  that  ship  may  seem  to  have  been  built  under  a 
lucky  planet." 

There  she  has  remained  since  as  a  show,  and  more- 
over as  a  sort  of  dining-hall  for  jovial  parties  from  the 
City ;  one  of  which  would  seem  to  be  on  board  this 
afternoon,  to  judge  from  the  flags  which  bedizen  the 
masts,  the  sounds  of  revelry  and  savoury  steams  which 
issue  from  those  windows  which  once  were  port-holes, 
and  the  rushing  to  and  fro  along  the  river  brink,  and 
across  that  lucky  bridge,  of  white-aproned  waiters  from 
the  neighbouring  Pelican  Inn.  A  great  feast  is  evi- 
dently toward,  for  with  those  white-aproned  waiters 
are  gay  serving-men,  wearing  on  their  shoulders  the 
City-badge.  The  lord  mayor  is  giving  a  dinner  to  cer- 
tain gentlemen  of  the  Leicester  house  party,  who  are 
interested  in  foreign  discoveries ;  and  what  place  so 
fit  for  such  a  feast  as  the  Pelican  itself? 

Look  at  the  men  all  round ;  a  nobler  company  you 
will  seldom  see.  Especially  too,  if  you  be  Americans, 
look  at  their  faces,  and  reverence  them ;  for  to  them 
and  to  their  wisdom  you  owe  the  existence  of  your 
mighty  father-land. 

At  the  head  of  the  table  sits  the  lord  mayor ;  whom 
all  readers  will  recognise  at  once,  for  he  is  none  other 
than  that  famous  Sir  Edward  Osborne,  clothworker, 
and  ancestor  of  the  Dukes  of  Leeds,  whose  romance 
now-a-days  is  in  every  one's  hands.     H    is  aged,  but 
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not  changed,  since  he  leaped  from  the  window  upon 
London  bridge  into  the  roaring  tide  below,  to  rescue 
the  infant  who  is  now  his  wife.  The  chivalry  and 
promptitude  of  the  'prentice-boy  have  grown  and  hard- 
ened into  the  thoughtful  daring  of  the  wealthy  mer- 
chant-adventurer. There  he  sits,  a  right  kingly  man, 
with  my  Lord  Earl  of  Cumberland  on  his  right  hand, 
and  Walter  Raleigh  on  his  left;  the  three  talk  to- 
gether in  a  low  voice  on  the  chance  of  there  being 
vast  and  rich  countries  still  undiscovered  between 
Florida  and  the  River  of  Canada.  Raleigh's  half- 
scientific  declamation,  and  his  often  quotations  of  Doc- 
tor Dee  the  conjuror,  have  less  effect  on  Osborne  than 
on  Cumberland,  (who  tried  many  an  adventure  to  foreign 
parts,  and  failed  in  all  of  them ;  apparently  for  the 
simple  reason  that,  instead  of  going  himself,  he  sent 
other  people,)  and  Raleigh  is  fain  to  call  to  his  help 
the  quiet  student  who  sits  on  his  left  hand,  Richard 
Hakluyt,  of  Oxford.  But  he  is  deep  in  talk  with  a 
reverend  elder,  whose  long  white  beard  flows  almost  to 
his  waist,  and  whose  face  is  furrowed  by  a  thousand 
storms ;  Anthony  Jenkinson  by  name,  the  great  Asiatic 
traveller,  who  is  discoursing  to  the  Christchurch  virtuoso 
of  reindeer-sledges  and  Siberian  steppes,  and  of  the 
fossil  ivory,  plain  proof  of  Noah's  flood,  which  the 
Tungoos  dig  from  the  ice-cliffs  of  the  Arctic  sea.  Next 
to  him  is  Christopher  Carlile,  Walsingham's  son-in-law, 
(as  Sidney  also  is  now,)  a  valiant  captain,  afterwards 
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general  of  the  soldiery  in  Drake's  triumphant  W< 
Indian  raid  of  1585,  with  whom  a  certain  Bishop  of 
Carthagena  will  hereafter  drink  good  wine.  He  is  now 
busy  talking  with  Aldermen  Hart  the  grocer,  Sheriff 
Spencer  the  clothworker,  and  Charles  Leigh  (Amyas's 
merchant-cousin),  and  with  Aldworth  the  mayor  of 
Bristol,  and  William  Salterne,  alderman  thereof,  and 
cousin  of  our  friend  at  Bideford.  For  Carlile,  and 
Secretary  Walsingham  also,  have  been  helping  them 
heart  and  soul  for  the  last  two  years  to  collect  money 
for  Humphrey  and  Adrian  Gilbert's  great  adventures  to 
the  North-west,  on  one  of  which  Carlile  was  indeed  to 
have  sailed  himself,  but  did  not  go  after  all;  I  never 
could  discover  for  what  reason. 

On  the  opposite  side  of  the  table  is  a  group  scarcely 
less  interesting.  Martin  Frobisher  and  William  Davis, 
the  pioneers  of  the  North-west  passage,  arc  talking 
with  Alderman  Sanderson,  the  great  geographer  and 
"setter  forth  of  globes;"  with  Mr.  Towcrson,  Sil 
Gilbert  Peckham,  our  old  acquaintance  Captain  John 
Winter,  and  last  but  not  least,  witli  Philip  Sidney  him- 
self, who,  with  his  accustomed  courtesy,  has  given  up 
his  rightful  place  toward  the  head  of  the  table,  that  I 
may  have  a  knot  of  virtuosi  all  to  himself-;  and  has 
brought  with  him,  of  course,  his  two  especial  in- 
timates, Mr.  Edward  Dyer  and  Mr.  Francis  Leigh. 
They  too  are  talking  of  the  North-west  passage  :  and 
Sidney  is  lamenting  that  he  is  tied  to  diplomacy  and 
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courts,  and  expressing  his  envy  of  old  Martin  Frobisher 
in  all  sorts  of  pretty  compliments ;  to  which  the  other 
replies  that, 

"  It's  all  very  fine  to  talk  of  here,  a  sailing  on  dry 
land  with  a  good  glass  of  wine  before  you;  but  you'd 
find  it  another  guess  sort  of  business,  knocking  about 
among  the  icebergs  with  your  beard  frozen  fast  to  your 
ruff,  Sir  Philip,  specially  if  you  were  a  bit  squeamish 
about  the  stomach." 

"  That  were  a  slight  matter  to  endure,  my  dear  Sir, 
if  by  it  I  could  win  the  honour  which  Her  Majesty  be- 
stowed on  you,  when  her  own  ivory  hand  waved  a 
farewell  kerchief  to  your  ship  from  the  windows  of 
Greenwich  palace." 

"  Well,  Sir,  folks  say  you  have  no  reason  to  complain 
of  lack  of  favours,  as  you  have  no  reason  to  deserve  lack ; 
and  if  you  can  get  them  by  staying  ashore,  don't  you  go 
to  sea  to  look  for  more,  say  I.    Eh,  Master  Towerson?" 

Towerson's  grey  beard,  which  has  stood  many  a 
foreign  voyage,  both  fair  and  foul,  wags  grim  assent. 
But  at  this  moment  a  waiter  enters,  and — 

"  Please  my  Lord  Mayor's  Worship,  there  is  a  tall 
gentleman  outside,  would  speak  with  the  Eight  Honour- 
able Sir  Walter  Ealeigh." 

"  Show  him  in,  man.    Sir  Walter's  friends  are  ours." 

Amyas  enters,  and  stands  hesitating  in  the  doorway. 

"  Captain  Leigh !  "  cry  half-a-dozen  voices. 

"  Why  did  you  not  walk  in,  Sir  ? ,J  says  Osborne. 
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"  You  should  know  your  way  well  enough  between  th< 
decks." 

"  Well  enough,  my  lords  and  gentlemen.  But  Sir 
Walter — you  will  excuse  me," — and  he  gave  Raleigh 
a  look  which  was  enough  for  his  quick  wit.  Tumi 
pale  as  death,  he  rose,  and  followed  Amyas  into  an 
adjoining  cabin.  They  were  five  minutes  together ;  and 
then  Amyas  came  out  alone. 

In  few  words  he  told  the  company  the  sad  story 
which  we  already  know.  Ere  it  was  ended,  noble  tears 
were  glistening  on  some  of  those  stern  faces. 

"  The  old  Egyptians,"  said  Sir  Edward  Osborne. 
"  when  they  banqueted,  set  a  corpse  among  their  guests, 
for  a  memorial  of  human  vanity.  Have  we  forgotten- 
God  and  our  own  weakness  in  this  our  feast,  that  He 
Himself  has  sent  us  thus  a  message  from  the  dead  ? 

"Nay,  my  Lord  Mayor,"  said  Sidney,  "not  from  the. 
dead,  but  from  the  realm  of  everlasting  life." 

"  Amen  !  "  answered  Osborne.  "  But,  gentlemen,  our 
feast  is  at  an  end.  There  arc  those  here  who  would 
drink  on  merrily,  as  brave  men  should,  in  spite  of  the 
private  losses  of  which  they  have  just  had  news  ;  but 
none  here  who  can  drink  with  the  loss  of  so  great  a  man 
still  ringing  in  his  ears." 

It  was  true.     Though  many  of  the  guests  had  suf- 
fered severely  by  the  failure  of  the  expedition,  they  had 
utterly  forgotten    that    fact  in  the   awful  news  of  Si 
Humphrey's  death ;  and  the  feast  broke  up  sadly  and 
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hurriedly,  while  each  man  asked  his  neighbour,  "  What 
will  the  Queen  say  ?  " 

Raleigh  reentered  in  a  few  minutes,  but  was  silent, 
and  pressing  many  an  honest  hand  as  he  passed,  went 
out  to  call  a  wherry,  beckoning  Amyas  to  follow  him. 
Sidney,  Cumberland,  and  Frank  went  with  them  in 
another  boat,  leaving  the  two  to  talk  over  the  sad  details. 

They  disembarked  at  Whitehall- stairs ;  Raleigh,  Sid- 
ney, and  Cumberland  went  to  the  palace ;  and  the  two 
brothers  to  their  mother's  lodgings. 

Amyas  had  prepared  his  speech  to  Frank  about  Rose 
Salterne :  but  now  that  it  was  come  to  the  point,  he  had 
not  courage  to  begin,  and  longed  that  Frank  would  open 
the  matter.  Frank,  too,  shrank  from  what  he  knew 
must  come,  and  all  the  more  because  he  was  ignorant 
that  Amyas  had  been  to  Bideford,  or  knew  aught  of  The 
Rose's  disappearance. 

So  they  went  up-stairs ;  and  it  was  a  relief  to  both  of 
them  to  find  that  their  mother  was  at  the  Abbey ;  for 
it  was  for  her  sake  that  both  dreaded  what  was  coming 
So  they  went  and  stood  in  the  bay-window  which  looked 
out  upon  the  river,  and  talked  of  things  indifferent,  and 
looked  earnestly  at  each  other's  faces  by  the  fading  light, 
for  it  was  now  three  years  since  they  had  met. 

Years  and  events  had  deepened  the  contrast  between 
the  two  brothers ;  and  Frank  smiled  with  affectionate 
pride  as  he  looked  up  in  Amyas's  face,  and  saw  that  he 
was  no  longer  merely  the  rollicking  handy  sailor-lad, 
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but  the  self-confident  rand  stately  warrior,  showing  in 
every  look  and  gesture, 

"  The  reason  firm,  the  temperate  will, 
Endurance,  foresight,  strength  and  skill," 

worthy  of  one  whose  education  had  been  begun  by 
such  men  as  Drake  and  Grenvile,  and  finished  by 
such  as  Raleigh  and  Gilbert.  His  long  locks  were  now 
cropped  close  to  the  head;  but  as  a  set-off,  the  lips 
and  chin  were  covered  with  rich  golden  beard ;  his 
face  was  browned  by  a  thousand  suns  and  storms  ;  a 
long  scar,  the  trophy  of  some  Irish  fight,  crossed  his 
right  temple ;  his  huge  figure  had  gained  breadth  in 
proportion  to  its  height ;  and  his  hand,  as  it  lay  upon 
the  window-sill,  was  hard  and  massive  as  a  smith's. 
Frank  laid  his  own  upon  it,  and  sighed ;  and  Amyas 
looked  down,  and  started  at  the  contrast  between  the 
two — so  slender,  bloodless,  all  but  transparent,  were  the 
delicate  fingers  of  the  corn-tier.  Amyas  looked  anxiously 
into  his  brother's  face.  It  was  changed,  indeed,  >ince 
they  last  met.  The  brilliant  red  was  still  on  either 
cheek,  but  the  white  had  become  dull  and  opaque ;  the 
lips  were  pale,  the  features  sharpened  :  the  eyes  glittered 
with  unnatural  fire :  and  when  Frank  told  Amyas  that 
he  looked  aged,  Amyas  could  not  help  thinking  that  the 
remark  was  far  more  true  of  the  speaker  himself. 

Trying  to  shut  his  eyes  to  the  palpable  truth,  lie  went 
on  with  his  chat,  asking  the  names  of  one  building  after 
another. 
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"  And  so  this  is  old  Father  Thames,  with  his  bank  of 
palaces." 

"  Yes.  His  banks  are  stately  enough :  yet,  you  see, 
he  cannot  stay  to  look  at  them.  He  hurries  down  to 
the  sea ;  and  the  sea  into  the  ocean ;  and  the  ocean 
Westward-ho,  for  ever.  All  things  move  Westward-ho. 
Perhaps  we  may  move  that  way  ourselves,  some  day, 
Amyas." 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  that  strange  talk  ?  " 

"  Only  that  the  ocean  follows  the  primum  mobile  of 
the  heavens,  and  flows  for  ever  from  east  to  west.  Is 
there  anything  so  strange  in  my  thinking  of  that,  when 
I  am  just  come  from  a  party  where  we  have  been  drink- 
ing success  to  Westward-ho  ?  " 

"  And  much  good  has  come  of  it !  I  have  lost  the 
best  friend  and  the  noblest  captain  upon  earth,  not  to 
mention  all  my  little  earnings,  in  that  same  confounded 
gulf  of  Westward-ho." 

"  Yes,  Sir  Humphrey  Gilbert's  star  has  set  in  the  west 
— why  not  ?  Sun,  moon,  and  planets  sink  into  the  west ; 
why  not  the  meteors  of  this  lower  world  ?  why  not  a 
will-o'-the-wisp  like  me,  Amyas  ?  " 

"  God  forbid,  Frank !  " 

"  Why,  then  ?  Is  not  the  west  the  land  of  peace,  and 
the  land  of  dreams  ?  Do  not  our  hearts  tell  us  so  each 
time  we  look  upon  the  setting  sun,  and  long  to  float 
away  with  him  upon  the  golden-cushioned  clouds  ? 
They  bury  men  with  their  faces  to  the  east.     I  should 
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rather  have  mine  turned  to  the  west,  Amyas,  when  I 
die;  for  I  cannot  but  think  it  some  divine  instinct 
which  made  the  ancient  poets  guess  that  Elysium  lay 
beneath  the  setting  sun.  It  is  bound  up  in  the  heart 
of  man,  that  longing  for  the  wTest.  I  complain  of  no 
one  for  fleeing  away  thither  beyond  the  utmost  sea,  as 
David  wished  to  flee,  and  be  at  peace." 

"Complain  of  no  one  for  fleeing  thither?  asked 
Amy  as.     "  That  is  more  than  I  do." 

Frank  looked  inquiringly  at  him ;  and  then — 

"  No.  If  I  had  complained  of  any  one,  it  would  have 
been  of  you  just  now,  for  seeming  to  be  tired  of  going 
Westward -ho." 

"  Do  you  wish  me  to  go,  then  ?  " 

"  God  knows,"  said  Frank,  after  a  moment's  pause. 
"  But  I  must  tell  you  now,  I  suppose,  once  and  for  all. 
That  has  happened  at  Bideford  which — " 

"  Spare  us  both,  Frank  ;  I  know  all.  I  came  through 
Bideford  on  my  way  hither ;  and  came  hither  not  merely 
to  see  you  and  my  mother,  but  to  ask  your  advice  and 
her  permission." 

"  True  heart !  noble  heart !  "  cried  Frank.  "  I  knew 
you  would  be  staunch  ! ' 

"  Westward-he  it  is,  then  ? ' 

"  Can  avc  escape?" 

"We?" 

"  Amyas,  does  not  that  which  binds  you,  bind  me?'1 

Amyas  started  back,  and  held  Frank  by  the  should 
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at  arm's  length ;  as  lie  did  so,  lie  could  feel  through, 
that  his  brother's  arms  were  but  skin  and  bone. 

"  You  ?   Dearest  man,  a  month  of  it  would  kill  you ! " 

Frank  smiled,  and  tossed  his  head  on  one  side  in  his 
pretty  way. 

"  I  belong  to  the  school  of  Thales,  who  held  that  the 
ocean  is  the  mother  of  all  life ;  and  feel  no  more  repug- 
nance at  returning  to  her  bosom  again  than  Humphrey 
Gilbert  did." 

"  But  Frank, — my  mother?" 

"  My  mother  knows  all ;  and  would  not  have  us 
unworthy  of  her." 

"  Impossible !     She  will  never  give  you  up ! " 

"  All  things  are  possible  to  them  that  believe  in  God, 
my  brother ;  and  she  believes.  But,  indeed,  Doctor  Dee, 
the  wise  man,  gave  her  but  this  summer  I  know  not 
what  of  prognostics  and  diagnostics  concerning  me.  I 
am  born,  it  seems,  under  a  cold  and  watery  planet,  and 
need,  if  I  am  to  be  long  lived,  to  go  nearer  to  the  vivify- 
ing heat  of  the  sun,  and  there  bask  out  my  little  life,  like 
fly  on  wall.  To  tell  truth,  he  has  bidden  me  spend  no 
more  winters  here  in  the  east;  but  return  to  our  na- 
tive sea-breezes,  there  to  warm  my  frozen  lungs ;  and 
has  so  filled  my  mother's  fancy  with  stories  of  sick 
men,  who  were  given  up  for  lost  in  Germany  and 
France,  and  yet  renewed  their  youth,  like  any  serpent 
or  eagle,  by  going  to  Italy,  Spain,  and  the  Canaries, 
that  she  herself  will  be  more  ready  to  let  me  go,  than 
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I  to  leave  her  all  alone.  And  yet  I  must  go.  Amyas. 
It  is  not  merely  that  my  heart  pants,  as  Sidney's  does, 
as  every  gallant's  ought,  to  make  one  of  your  noble 
choir  of  Argonauts,  who  are  now  replenishing  the  earth 
and  subduing  it  for  God  and  for  the  Queen ;  it  is  not 
merely,  Amyas,  that  love  calls  me — love  tyrannous  and 
uncontrollable,  strengthened  by  absence,  and  deepened 
by  despair;  but  honour,  Amyas — my  oath — " 

And  he  paused  for  lack  of  breath,  and  bursting  into 
a  violent  fit  of  coughing,  leaned  on  his  brother's 
shoulder,  while  Amyas  cried, 

"  Fools,  fools  that  we  were — that  I  was,  I  mean — to 
take  that  fantastical  vow  ! " 

"  Not  so,"  answered  a  gentle  voice  from  behind : 
':  you  vowed  for  the  sake  of  peace  on  earth,  and  good- 
will toward  men,  and  '  Blessed  are  the  peacemakers,  for 
they  shall  be  called  the  children  of  God.'  No,  my  sons, 
be  sure  that  such  self-sacrifice  as  you  have  shown  will 
meet  its  full  reward  at  the  hand  of  Him  who  sacrificed 
Himself  for  you." 

"O  mother!  mother!"  said  Amyas,  '-and  do  you 
not  hate  the  very  sight  of  me — come  here  to  take  away 
your  first-born?" 

"  My  boy,  God  takes  him,  and  not  you.  And  if  I 
dare  believe  in  such  predictions,  Doctor  Dee  assured  me 
that  some  exceeding  honour  awaited  you  both  in  the 
west,  to  each  of  you  according  to  your  deserts."' 

"  Ah  !"  said  Amyas.     "  My  blessing,  I  suppose,  will 
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be  like  Esau's,  to  live  by  my  sword ;  while  Jacob  here, 
the  spiritual  man,  inherits  the  kingdom  of  heaven,  and 
an  angel's  crown." 

"  Be  it  what  it  may,  it  will  surely  be  a  blessing,  as 
long  as  you  are  such,  my  children,  as  you  have  been. 
At  least  my  Frank  will  be  safe  from  the  intrigues  of 
court,  and  the  temptations  of  the  world.  Would  that 
I  too  could  go  with  you,  and  share  in  your  glory! 
Come,  now,"  said  she,  laying  her  head  upon  Amyas's 
breast,  and  looking  up  into  his  face  with  one  of  her 
most  winning  smiles,  "  I  have  heard  of  heroic  mothers 
ere  now,  who  went  forth  with  their  sons  to  battle,  and 
cheered  them  on  to  victory.  Why  should  I  not  go  with 
you  on  a  more  peaceful  errand  ?  I  could  nurse  the  sick, 
if  there  were  any ;  I  could  perhaps  have  speech  of  that 
poor  girl,  and  win  her  back  more  easily  than  you.  She 
might  listen  to  words  from  a  woman — a  woman,  too, 
who  has  loved — which  she  could  not  hear  from  men. 
At  least  I  could  mend  and  wash  for  you.  I  suppose  it 
is  as  easy  to  play  the  good  housewife  afloat  as  on  shore  ? 
Come,  now!" 

Amyas  looked  from  one  to  the  other. 

"  God  only  knows  which  of  the  two  is  less  fit  to  go. 
Mother !  mother !  you  know  not  what  you  ask.  Frank ! 
Frank !  I  do  not  want  you  with  me.  This  is  a  sterner 
matter  than  either  of  you  fancy  it  to  be ;  one  that  must 
be  worked  out,  not  with  kind  words,  but  with  sharp 
shot  and  cold  steel." 
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"  How?"  cried  both  together,  aghast. 

"  I  must  pay  my  men,  and  pay  my  fellow-adven- 
turers ;  and  I  must  pay  them  with  Spanish  gold.  And 
what  is  more,  I  cannot,  as  a  loyal  subject  of  the  Queen's, 
go  to  the  Spanish  Main  with  a  clear  conscience  on  my 
own  private  quarrel,  unless  I  do  all  the  harm  that  my 
hand  finds  to  do,  by  day  and  night,  to  her  enemies,  and 
the  enemies  of  God." 

"What  nobler  knight-errantry?"  said  Frank,  cheer- 
fully ;  but  Mrs.  Leigh  shuddered. 

"  What!  Frank  too?"  she  said,  half  to  herself;  but 
her  sons  knew  what  she  meant.  Amyas's  warlike  life, 
honourable  and  righteous  as  she  knew  it  to  be,  she  had 
borne  as  a  sad  necessity ;  but  that  Frank  as  well  should 
become  "  a  man  of  blood"  was  more  than  her  gentle 
heart  could  face  at  first  sight.  That  one  youthful  duel 
of  his  he  had  carefully  concealed  from  her,  knowing  her 
feeling  on  such  matters.  And  it  seemed  too  dreadful  to 
her  to  associate  that  gentle  spirit  with  all  the  ferocities 
and  the  carnage  of  a  battle-field.  "  And  yet/'  said  she 
to  herself,  "  is  this  but  another  of  the  self-willed  idols 
which  I  must  renounce  one  by  one?"  And  then,  catch- 
ing at  a  last  hope,  she  answered — 

"  Frank  must  at  least  ask  the  Queen's  leave  to  go ; 
and  if  she  permits,  how  can  I  gainsay  her  wisdom  ?" 

And  so  the  conversation  dropped,  sadly  enough. 

But  now  began  a  fresh  perplexity  in  Frank's  soul, 
which  amused  Amyas  at  first,  when  it  seemed  merely 
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jest,  but  nettled  him  a  good  deal  when  he  found  it  ear- 
nest. For  Frank  looked  forward  to  asking  the  Queen's 
permission  for  his  voyage  with  the  most  abject  despon- 
dency and  terror.  Two  or  three  days  passed  before  he 
could  make  up  his  mind  to  ask  for  an  interview  with 
her ;  and  he  spent  the  time  in  making  as  much  interest 
with  Leicester,  Hatton,  and  Sidney,  as  if  he  were  about 
to  sue  for  a  reprieve  from  the  scaffold. 

So  said  Amyas,  remarking,  further,  that  the  Queen 
could  not  cut  his  head  off  for  wanting  to  go  to  sea. 

"  But  what  axe  so  sharp  as  her  frown?"  said  Frank, 
in  most  lugubrious  tone. 

Amyas  began  to  whistle  in  a  very  rude  way. 

"  Ah,  my  brother,  you  cannot  comprehend  the  pain 
of  parting  from  her." 

"  No,  I  can't.  I  would  die  for  the  least  hair  of  her 
royal  head,  God  bless  it !  but  I  could  live  very  well 
from  now  till  Doomsday  without  ever  setting  eyes  on 
the  said  head/'' 

"  Plato's  Troglodytes  regretted  not  that  sunlight  which 
they  had  never  beheld." 

Amyas,  not  understanding  this  recondite  conceit, 
made  no  answer  to  it,  and  there  the  matter  ended  for 
the  time.  But  at  last  Frank  obtained  his  audience ;  and 
after  a  couple  of  hours'  absence,  returned  quite  pale  and 
exhausted. 

"  Thank  Heaven,  it  is  over !  She  was  very  angry  at 
first — what  else  could  she  be? — and  upbraided  me  with 
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having  set  my  love  so  low.  I  could  only  answer,  that 
my  fatal  fault  was  committed  "before  the  sight  of  her  had 
taught  me  what  was  supremely  lovely,  and  only  worthy 
of  admiration.  Then  she  accused  me  of  disloyalty  in 
having  taken  an  oath  which  bound  me  to  the  service  of 
another  than  her.  I  confessed  my  sin  with  tears,  and 
when  she  threatened  punishment,  pleaded  that  the 
offence  had  avenged  itself  heavily  already, — for  what 
worse  punishment  than  exile  from  the  sunlight  of  her 
presence,  into  the  outer  darkness  which  reigns  where 
she  is  not?  Then  she  was  pleased  to  ask  me,  how  I 
could  dare,  as  her  sworn  servant,  to  desert  her  side  in 
such  dangerous  times  as  these ;  and  asked  me  how  I 
should  reconcile  it  to  my  conscience,  if  on  my  return 
I  found  her  dead  by  the  assassin's  knife?  At  which 
most  pathetic  demand  I  could  only  throw  myself  at  once 
on  my  own  knees  and  her  mercy,  and  so  awaited  my 
sentence.  Whereon,  with  that  angelic  pity  which  alone 
makes  her  awfulness  endurable,  she  turned  to  Hatton 
and  asked,  '  What  say  you,  Mouton  ?  Is  he  humbled 
sufficiently  ? 3  and  so  dismissed  me." 
"  Heigh  ho !"  yawned  Amy  as ; 

w  If  the  bridge  had  been  stronger, 
My  tale  had  been  longer." 

"  Amyas !  Amy  as !"  quoth  Frank,  solemnly,  "  you 
know  not  what  power  over  the  soul  has  the  native  and 
God-given  majesty  of  royalty,  (awful  enough  in  itself.) 
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when  to  it  is  superadded  the  wisdom  of  the  sage,  and 
therewithal  the  tenderness  of  the  woman.  Had  I  my 
will,  there  should  he  in  every  realm  not  a  salique, 
hut  rather  an  anti-salique  law ;  whereby  no  kings, 
but  only  queens  should  rule  mankind.  Then  would 
weakness  and  not  power  be  to  man  the  symbol  of 
divinity ;  love,  and  not  cunning,  would  be  the  arbiter 
of  every  cau  se;  and  chivalry,  not  fear,  the  spring  of  all 
obedience." 

"  Humph !  There's  some  sense  in  that,"  quoth 
Amyas.  "  I'd  run  a  mile  for  a  woman  when  I  would 
not  walk  a  yard  for  a  man ;  and —  Who  is  this  our 
mother  is  bringing  in  ?  The  handsomest  fellow  I  ever 
saw  in  my  life ! n 

Amyas  was  not  far  wrong;  for  Mrs.  Leigh's  com- 
panion was  none  other  than  Mr.  Secretary,  Amyas's 
Smerwick  Fort  acquaintance ;  alias  Colin  Clout,  alias 
Immerito,  alias  Edmund  Spenser.  Some  half-jesting 
conversation  had  seemingly  been  passing  between  the 
poet  and  the  saint ;  for  as  they  came  in  she  said  with  a 
smile  (which  was  somewhat  of  a  forced  one), 

"  Well,  my  dear  sons,  you  are  sure  of  immortality, 
at  least  on  earth  ;  for  Mr.  Spenser  has  been  vowing  to 
me  to  give  your  adventure  a  whole  canto  to  itself  in  his 
Fairy  Qeen." 

"  And  you  no  less,  Madam,"  said  Spenser.  "  What 
were,  the  story  of  the  Gracchi  worth  without  the 
figure  of  Cornelia?     If  I  honour  the  fruit,  I  must  not 
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forget  the  stem  which  bears  it.     Frank,  I  congratulate 
you." 

"  Then  you  know  the  result  of  my  interview,  mother  ?" 

"  I  know  everything,  and  am  content,"  said  Mrs. 
Leigh. 

"  Mrs.  Leigh  has  reason  to  be  content,"  said  Spenser, 
"  with  that  which  is  but  her  own  likeness." 

"  Spare  your  flattery  to  an  old  woman,  Mr.  Spenser. 
When,  pray,  did  I  (with  a  most  loving  look  at  Frank) 
refuse  knighthood  for  duty's  sake  ? " 

"  Knighthood?"  cried  Amyas.  "  You  never  told  me 
that,  Frank ! " 

"  That  may  well  be,  Captain  Leigh,"  said  Spenser  ; 
"  but,  believe  me,  Her  Majesty  (so  Hatton  assures  me) 
told  him  this  day  no  less  than  that  by  going  on  this 
cpiest  he  deprived  himself  of  that  highest  earthly  honour, 
which  crowned  heads  are  fain  to  seek  from  their  own 
subjects." 

Spenser  did  not  exaggerate.  Knighthood  WW  then 
the  prize  of  merit  only;  and  one  so  valuable,  that  Eliza- 
beth herself  said,  when  asked  why  she  did  not  bestow 
a  peerage  upon  some  favourite,  that  having  already 
knighted  him,  she  had  nothing  better  to  bestow.  It 
remained  for  young  Essex  to  begin  the  degradation  of 
the  order  in  his  hapless  Irish  campaign,  and  for  Jan 
to  complete  that  degradation  by  his  novel  method  of 
raising  money  by  the  sale  of  baronetcies;  a  new  order 
of  hereditary  knighthood  which  was  the  laughing-stock 
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of  the  day,  and  which  (however  venerable  it  may  have 
since  become)  reflects  anything  but  honour  upon  its  first 
possessors. 

"  I  owe  you  no  thanks,  Colin,"  said  Frank,  "  for 
having  broached  my  secret :  but  I  have  lost  nothing 
after  all.  There  is  still  an  order  of  knighthood  in  which 
I  may  win  my  spurs,  even  though  Her  Majesty  refuse 
me  the  accolade." 

"  What,  then  ?  you  will  not  take  it  from  a  foreign 
prince?" 

Frank  smiled. 

"  Have  you  never  read  of  that  knighthood  which  is 
eternal  in  the  heavens,  and  of  those  true  cavaliers 
whom  John  saw  in  Patmos,  riding  on  white  horses, 
clothed  in  fine  linen  white  and  clean,  knights-errant  in 
the  everlasting  war  against  the  false  prophet  and  the 
beast  ?  Let  me  but  become  worthy  of  their  ranks  here- 
after, what  matter  whether  I  be  called  Sir  Frank  on 
earth?" 

"  My  son,"  said  Mrs.  Leigh,  "  remember  that  they 
follow  one  whose  vesture  is  dipped,  not  in  the  blood  of 
His  enemies,  but  in  His  own." 

"  I  have  remembered  it  for  many  a  day ;  and  remem- 
bered, too,  that  the  garments  of  the  knights  may  need 
the  same  tokens  as  their  Captain's." 

"  Oh,  Frank !  Frank !  is  not  His  precious  blood 
enough  to  cleanse  all  sin,  without  the  sacrifice  of  our 
own?" 
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"  We  may  need  no  more  than  His  blood,  mother,  and 

yet  He  may  need  ours,"  said  Frank. 

*  *  *  *  *  * 

How  that  conversation  ended  I  know  not,  nor  whe- 
ther Spenser  fulfilled  his  purpose  of  introducing  the 
two  "brothers  and  their  mother  into  his  Fairy  Queen. 
If  so,  the  manuscripts  must  have  been  lost  among  those 
which  perished  (along  with  Spenser's  baby)  in  the  sack 
of  Kilcolman  by  the  Irish  in  1598.  But  we  need  hardly 
regret  the  loss  of  them ;  for  the  temper  of  the  Leigh* 
and  their  mother  is  the  same  which  inspires  every  canto 
of  that  noblest  of  poems ;  and  which  inspired,  too,  hun- 
dreds in  those  noble  days,  when  the  chivalry  of  the 
middle  age  was  wedded  to  the  free  thought  and  enter- 
prise of  the  new. 

****** 

So  mother  and  sons  returned  to  Bideford,  and  set  to 
work.  Frank  mortgaged  a  farm ;  Will  Cary  did  the 
same  (having  some  land  of  his  own  from  his  mother). 
Old  Salterne  grumbled  at  any  man  save  himself 
spending  a  penny  on  the  voyage,  and  forced  on  the 
adventurers  a  good  ship  of  two  hundred  tons  burden, 
and  five  hundred  pounds  toward  fitting  her  out ;  Mrs. 
Leigh  worked  day  and  night  at  clothe*  and  comfort* 
of  every  kind;  Amyas  had  nothing  to  give  but  his 
time  and  his  brain* :  but,  as  Salterne  said,  the  rest 
would  have  been  of  little  use  without  them  ;  and  dav 
after  day  he  and  the  old  merchant  were  on  board  the 
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ship,  superintending  with  their  own  eyes  the  fitting  of 
every  rope  and  nail.  Caiy  went  about  beating  up 
recruits ;  and  made,  with  his  jests  and  his  frankness, 
the  best  of  crimps ;  while  John  Brimblecombe,  beside 
himself  with  joy,  toddled  about  after  him  from  tavern 
to  tavern,  and  quay  to  quay,  exalted  for  the  time 
being  (as  Gary  told  him)  into  a  second  Peter  the  Her- 
mit; and  so  fiercely  did  he  preach  a  crusade  against 
the  Spaniards,  through  Bideford  and  Appledore,  Clo- 
velly  and  Ilfracombe,  that  Amyas  might  have  had  a 
hundred  and  fifty  loose  fellows  in  the  first  fortnight. 
But  he  knew  better :  still  smarting  from  the  effects 
of  a  similar  haste  in  the  Newfoundland  adventure,  he 
had  determined  to  take  none  but  picked  men ;  and  by 
dint  of  labour  he  obtained  them. 

Only  one  scapegrace  did  he  take  into  his  crew,  named 
Parracombe  ;  and  by  that  scapegrace  hangs  a  tale.  He 
was  an  old  school-fellow  of  his  at  Bideford,  and  son  of 
a  merchant  in  that  town — one  of  those  unlucky  mem- 
bers who  are  "  nobody's  enemy  but  their  own  " — a 
handsome,  idle,  clever  fellow,  who  used  his  scholarship, 
of  which  he  had  picked  up  some  smattering,  chiefly  to 
justify  his  own  escapades,  and  to  string  songs  together. 
Having  drunk  all  that  he  was  worth  at  home,  he  had  in 
a  penitent  fit  forsworn  liquor,  and  tormented  Amyas 
into  taking  him  to  sea,  where  he  afterwards  made  as 
good  a  sailor  as  any  one  else,  but  sorely  scandalized 
John  Brimblecombe  by  all  manner  of  heretical  argu- 
ments, half  Anacreontic,  half  smacking  of  the  rather 
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loose  doctrines  of  that  "  Family  of  Love"  which  tor- 
mented the  orthodoxy  and  morality  of  more  than  one 
bishop  of  Exeter.  Poor  "Will  Parracombe  !  he  was  horn 
a  few  centuries  too  early.  Had  he  but  lived  now,  he 
might  have  published  a  volume  or  two  of  poetry, 
and  then  settled  down  on  the  staff  of  a  newspaper. 
JIad  he  even  lived  thirty  years  later  than  he  did,  he 
might  have  written  frantic  tragedies  or  filthy  comedies 
for  the  edification  of  James's  profligate  metropolis,  and 
roystered  it  in  taverns  with  Marlowe,  to  die  as  Marlowe 
did,  by  a  footman's  sword  in  a  drunken  brawl.  But  in 
those  stern  days  such  weak  and  hysterical  spirits  had  no 
fair  vent  for  their  "  humours,"  save  in  being  reconciled 
to  the  Church  of  Rome,  and  plotting  with  Jesuits  to 
assassinate  the  Queen,  as  Parry,  and  Somerville,  and 
many  another  madman,  did. 

So,  at  least,  some  Jesuit  or  other  seems  to  have  thought, 
shortly  after  Amyas  had  agreed  to  give  the  spendthrift 
a  berth  on  board.  For  one  day  Amyas,  going  down  to 
Appledore  about  his  business,  was  called  into  the  little 
"  Mariners'  Rest "  inn,  to  extract  therefrom  poor  Will 
Parracombe,  who  (in  spite  of  his  vow)  was  drunk  and 
outrageous,  and  had  vowed  the  death  of  the  landlady  and 
all  her  kin.  So  Amyas  fetched  him  out  by  the  collar, 
and  walked  him  home  thereby  to  Bideford;  during 
which  walk  Will  told  him  a  long  and  confused  story; 
how  an  Egyptian  rogue  had  met  him  that  morning  on 
the  sands  by  Boathythe,  offered  to  tell  his  fortune,  and 
prophesied  to    him   great  wealth  and  honour,  but  not 
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from  the  Queen  of  England ;  had  coaxed  him  to  the 
Mariners'  Rest,  and  gambled  with  him  for  liquor,  at 
which  it  seemed  Will  always  won,  and  of  course  drank 
his  winnings  on  the  spot ;  whereon  the  Egyptian  began 
asking  him  all  sorts  of  questions  about  the  projected 
voyage  of  the  Rose — a  good  many  of  which,  Will  con- 
fessed,  he  had  answered  before  he  saw  the  fellow's  drift ; 
after  which  the  Egyptian  had  offered  him  a  vast  sum 
of  money  to  do  some  desperate  villany;  but  whether 
it  was  to  murder  Amyas,  or  the  Queen,  whether  to  bore 
a  hole  in  the  bottom  of  the  good  ship  Rose,  or  to  set 
the  Torridge  on  fire  by  art-magic,  he  was  too  drunk  at 
the  time  to  recollect  exactly.  Whereon  Amyas  treated 
three-quarters  of  the  story  as  a  tipsy  dream,  and  con- 
tented himself  by  getting  a  warrant  against  the  land- 
lady for  harbouring  "Egyptians,"  which  was  then  a 
heavy  offence — a  gipsy  disguise  being  a  favourite  one 
with  Jesuits  and  their  emissaries.  She  of  course  denied 
that  any  gipsy  had  been  there ;  and  though  there  were 
some  who  thought  they  had  seen  such  a  man  come  in, 
none  had  seen  him  go  out  again.  On  which  Amyas 
took  occasion  to  ask,  what  had  become  of  the  suspicious 
Popish  ostler  whom  he  had  seen  at  the  Mariners'  Rest 
three  years  before ;  and  discovered,  to  his  surprise,  that 
the  said  ostler  had  vanished  from  the  very  day  of  Don 
Guzman's  departure  from  Bideford.  There  was  evi- 
dently a  mystery  somewhere :  but  nothing  could  be 
proved;  the  landlady  was  dismissed  with  a  reprimand, 
and  Amyas  soon  forgot  the  whole  matter,  after  rating 
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Parracombe  soundly.  After  all,  he  could  not  have  told 
the  gipsy  (if  one  existed)  anything  important ;  for  the 
special  destination  of  the  voyage,  (as  was  the  custom  in 
those  times,  for  fear  of  Jesuits  playing  into  the  hands 
of  Spain)  had  been  carefully  kept  secret  among  the 
adventurers  themselves,  and,  except  Yeo  and  Drew,  none 
of  the  men  had  any  suspicion  that  La  Guayra  was  to  be 
their  aim. 

And  Salvation  Yeo  ? 

Salvation  was  almost  wild  for  a  few  days,  at  the  sud- 
den prospect  of  going  in  search  of  his  little  maid,  and  of 
fighting  Spaniards  once  more  before  he  died.  I  will 
not  quote  the  texts  out  of  Isaiah  and  the  Psalms  with 
which  his  mouth  was  filled  from  morning  to  night,  for 
fear  of  seeming  irreverent  in  the  eyes  of  a  generation 
which  does  not  believe,  as  Yeo  believed,  that  fighting 
the  Spaniards  was  as  really  fighting  in  God's  battle 
against  evil,  as  were  the  wars  of  Joshua  or  David.  But 
the  old  man  had  his  practical  hint  too,  and  entreated  to 
be  sent  back  to  Plymouth  to  look  for  men. 

"  There's  many  a  man  of  the  old  Pelican,  Sir,  and 
of  Captain  Hawkins'  Minion,  that  knows  the  Indi 
as  well  as  I,  and  longs  to  be  back  again.  There's  Drew, 
Sir,  that  we  left  behind,  (and  no  better  sailing-master 
for  us  in  the  west  country,  and  has  accounts  against  the 
Spaniards,  too ;  for  it  was  his  brother,  the  Barnstaple 
man,  that  was  factor  aboard  of  poor  Mr.  Andrew 
Barker,  and  got  clapt  into  the  Inquisition  at  the 
Canaries ;)  you  promised  him,  Sir,  that  night  he  stood 
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by  you  on  board  the  Raleigh ;  and  if  you'll  be  as  good 
as  your  word,  he'll  be  as  good  as  his,  and  bring  a  score 
more  brave  fellows  with  him." 

So  off  went  Yeo  to  Plymouth,  and  returned  with 
Drew  and  a  score  of  old  never-strikes.  One  look  at 
their  visages,  as  Yeo  proudly  ushered  them  into  the 
Ship  Tavern,  showed  Amyas  that  they  were. of  the 
metal  which  he  wanted,  and  that,  with  the  four  North- 
Devon  men  who  had  gone  round  the  world  with  him 
in  the  Pelican,  (who  all  joined  in  the  first  week,)  he 
had  a  reserve-force  on  which  he  could  depend  in  utter 
need ;  and  that  utter  need  might  come  he  knew  as  well 
as  any. 

Nor  was  this  all  which  Yeo  had  brought ;  for  he  had 
with  him  a  letter  from  Sir  Francis  Drake,  full  of  regrets 
that  he  had  not  seen  "  his  dear  lad"  as  he  went  through 
Plymouth.  "  But  indeed  I  was  up  to  Dartmoor,  survey- 
ing with  cross-staff  and  chain,  over  my  knees  in  bog  for 
a  three  weeks  or  more.  For  I  have  a  project  to  bring 
down  a  leat  of  fair  water  from  the  hill-tops  right  into 
Plymouth  town,  cutting  off  the  heads  of  Tavy,  Meavy, 
Wallcomb,  and  West  Dart,  and  thereby  purging  Ply- 
mouth harbour  from  the  silt  of  the  mines  whereby  it 
has  been  choked  of  late  years,  and  giving  pure  drink  not 
only  to  the  townsmen,  but  to  the  fleets  of  the  Queen's 
Majesty ;  which  if  I  do,  I  shall  both  make  some  poor 
return  to  God  for  all  His  unspeakable  mercies,  and  erect 
unto  myself  a  monument  better  than  of  brass  or  marble, 
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not  merely  honourable  to  me,  but  useful  to  my  countr 
men."*  Whereon  Frank  sent  Drake  a  pretty  epigram, 
comparing  Drake's  projected  leat  to  that  river  of  eternal 
life  whereof  the  just  would  drink  throughout  eterni; 
and  quoting  (after  the  fashion  of  those  days)  John  vii.  38; 
while  Amyas  took  more  heed  of  a  practical  appendage 
to  the  same  letter,  which  was  a  list  of  hints  scrawled  for 
his  use  by  Captain  John  Hawkins  himself,  on  all  sea 
matters,  from  the  mounting  of  ordnance  to  the  use  of 
vitriol  against  the  scurvy,  in  default  of  oranges  and 
"  limmons  ; '  all  which  stood  Amyas  in  good  stead 
during  the  ensuing  month,  while  Frank  grew  more  and 
more  proud  of  his  brother,  and  more  and  more  humble 
about  himself. 

For  he  watched  with  astonishment  how  the  simple 
sailor,  without  genius,  scholarship,  or  fancy,  had  gained, 
by  plain  honesty,  patience,  and  common  sense,  a  power 
over  the  human  heart,  and  a  power  over  his  work 
whatsoever  it  might  be,  which  Frank  could  only  ad- 
mire afar  off.  The  men  looked  up  to  him  as  infal- 
lible, prided  themselves  on  forestalling  his  wishes, 
carried  out  his  slightest  hint,  worked  early  and  late  to 
win  a  smile  from  him  ;  while  a*  for  him,  no  detail 
escaped  him,  no  drudgery  sickened  him,  no  disappoint- 
ment angered  him,  till  on  the  15th  of  November,  1583, 
dropped  down  from  Bideford  Quay  to  Appledore  Pool 

*  This  noble  monument  of  Drake's  piety  and  public   spirit   still 
remains  in  full  use. 
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the  tall  ship  Rose,  with  a  hundred  men  on  "board  (for 
sailors  packed  close  in  those  days),  beef,  pork,  biscuit, 
and  good  ale  (for  ale  went  to  sea  always  then)  in  abun- 
dance, four  culverins  on  her  main  deck,  her  poop  and 
forecastle  well  fitted  with  swivels  of  every  size,  and 
her  racks  so  full  of  muskets,  calivers,  long  bows,  pikes 
and  swords,  that  all  agreed  so  well-appointed  a  ship 
had  never  sailed  "  out  over  Bar." 

The  next  day  being  Sunday,  the  whole  crew  received 
the  Communion  together  at  Northam  Church,  amid  a 
mighty  crowd ;  and  then  going  on  board  again,  hove 
anchor  and  sailed  out  over  the  Bar  before  a  soft  east 
wind,  to  the  music  of  sackbut,  fife,  and  drum,  with  dis- 
charge of  all  ordnance,  great  and  small,  with  cheering 
of  young  and  old  from  cliff  and  strand  and  quay, 
and  with  many  a  tearful  prayer  and  blessing  upon  that 
gallant  bark,  and  all  brave  hearts  on  board. 

And  Mrs.  Leigh,  who  had  kissed  her  sons  for  the  last 
time  after  the  Communion  at  the  altar-steps,  (and  what 
more  fit  place  for  a  mother's  kiss  ?)  went  to  the  rocky 
knoll  outside  the  churchyard  wall,  and  watched  the  ship 
glide  out  between  the  yellow  denes,  and  lessen  slowly 
hour  by  hour  into  the  boundless  west,  till  her  hull  sank 
below  the  dim  horizon,  and  her  white  sails  faded  away 
into  the  grey  Atlantic  mist,  perhaps  for  ever. 

And  Mrs.  Leigh  gathered  her  cloak  about  her,  and 
bowed  her  head  and  worshipped ;  and  then  went  home 
to  loneliness  and  prayer. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

HOW  THEY  CAME  TO  BARBADOS,  AND  FOUND  NO  MEN  THEREIN. 

"  The  sun's  rim  dips ;  the  stars  rush  out  ; 
At  one  stride  conies  the  dark." 

Coleridge. 

Land  !  land !  land !  Yes,  there  it  was,  far  away  to 
the  south  and  west,  beside  the  setting  sun,  a  long  blue 
bar  between  the  crimson  sea  and  golden  sky.  Land  at 
last,  with  fresh  streams,  and  cooling  fruits,  and  free 
room  for  cramped  and  scurvy-weakened  limbs.  And 
there,  too,  might  be  gold,  and  gems,  and  all  the  wealth 
of  Ind.  Who  knew  ?  Why  not  ?  The  old  world  of 
fact  and  prose  lay  thousands  of  miles  behind  them, 
and  before  them  and  around  them  was  the  realm  of 
wonder  and  fable,  of  boundless  hope  and  possibility. 
Sick  men  crawled  up  out  of  their  stifling  hammocks ; 
strong  men  fell  on  their  knees  and  gave  God  thanks  : 
and  all  eyes  and  hands  were  stretched  eagerly  toward 
the  far  blue  cloud,  fading  as  the  sun  sank  down, 
yet  rising  higher  and  broader  as  the  ship  rushed  on 
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before  the  rich  trade-wind,  which  whispered  lovingly 
round  brow  and  sail,  "  I  am  the  faithful  friend  of  those 
who  dare!,:  "  Blow  freshly,  freshlier  yet,  thou  good 
trade-wind,  of  whom  it  is  written  that  He  makes  the 
winds  His  angels,  ministering  breaths  to  the  heirs  of 
His  salvation.  Blow  freshlier  yet,  and  save,  if  not  me 
from  death,  yet  her  from  worse  than  death.  Blow  on, 
and  land  me  at  her  feet,  to  call  the  lost  lamb  home, 
and  die!" 

So  murmured  Frank  to  himself,  as  with  straining 
eyes  he  gazed  upon  that  first  outlier  of  the  New  World 
which  held  his  all.  His  cheeks  were  thin  and  wasted, 
and  the  hectic  spot  on  each  glowed  crimson  in  the 
crimson  light  of  the  setting  sun.  A  few  minutes  more, 
and  the  rainbows  of  the  west  were  gone ;  emerald  and 
topaz,  amethyst  and  ruby,  had  faded  into  silver-grey ; 
and  overhead,  through  the  dark  sapphire  depths,  the 
Moon  and  Venus  reigned  above  the  sea. 

"  That  should  be  Barbados,  your  worship,"  said 
Drew,  the  master ;  "  unless  my  reckoning  is  far  out, 
which,  Heaven  knows,  it  has  no  right  to  be,  after  such 
a  passage,  and  God  be  praised." 

"  Barbados?     I  never  heard  of  it." 

"  Very  like,  Sir :  but  Yeo  and  I  were  here  with 
Captain  Drake,  and  I  was  here  after  too  with  poor 
Captain  Barlow ;  and  there  is  good  harbourage  to  the 
south  and  west  of  it,  I  remember." 

"  And    neither    Spaniard,   cannibal,   or    other    evil 


250       HOW  THEY  CAME  TO  BARBADOS 


5 


beast,"  said  Yeo.  "A  very  garden  of  the  Lord,  Sir, 
hid  away  in  the  seas,  for  an  inheritance  to  those  who 
love  Him.  I  heard  Captain  Drake  talk  of  planting  it, 
if  ever  he  had  a  chance." 

"  I  recollect  now,"  said  Amyas,  "  some  talk  between 
him  and  poor  Sir  Humphrey  about  an  island  here. 
Would  God  he  had  gone  thither  instead  of  to  New- 
foundland!" 

"  Nay,  then,"  said  Yeo,  "  he  is  in  bliss  now  with  the 
Lord;  and  you  would  not  have  kept  him  from  that. 
Sir?" 

"  He  would  have  waited  as  willingly  as  he  went,  if 
he  could  have  served  his  Queen  thereby.  But  what  say 
you,  my  masters  ?  How  can  we  do  better  than  to  spend 
a  few  days  here,  to  get  our  sick  round,  before  we  make 
the  Main,  and  set  to  our  work?" 

All   approved  the  counsel   except  Frank,  who  w 
silent. 

"  Come,  fellow-adventurer,"  said  Cary,  "  we  must 
have  your  voice  too." 

"  To  my  impatience,  Will,"  said  lie,  aside  in  a  low 
voice,  "there  is  but  one  place  on  earth,  and  I  am  all 
day  longing  for  wings  to  fly  thither :  but  the  counsel  is 
right.     I  approve  it." 

So  the  verdict  was  announced,  and  received  with  a 
hearty  cheer  by  the  crew;  and  long  before  morning 
they  had  run  along  the  southern  shore  of  the  island, 
and  were  feeling  their  way  into  the  bay  where  Bridge- 
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town  now  stands.  All  eyes  were  eagerly  fixed  on 
the  low  wooded  hills  which  slept  in  the  moonlight, 
spangled  by  fire-flies  with  a  million  dancing  stars ; 
all  nostrils  drank  greedily  the  fragrant  air,  which  swept 
from  the  land,  laden  with  the  scent  of  a  thousand 
flowers ;  all  ears  welcomed,  as  a  grateful  change  from 
the  monotonous  whisper  and  lap  of  the  water,  the  hum 
of  insects,  the  snore  of  the  tree-toads,  the  plaintive 
notes  of  the  shore-fowl,  which  fill  a  tropic  night  with 
noisy  life. 

At  last  she  stopped ;  at  last  the  cable  rattled  through 
the  hawsehole ;  and  then,  careless  of  the  chance  of 
lurking  Spaniard  or  Carib,  an  instinctive  cheer  burst 
from  every  throat.  Poor  fellows,  Amyas  had  much 
ado  to  prevent  them  going  on  shore  at  once,  dark  as  it 
was,  by  reminding  them  that  it  wanted  but  two  hours 
of  day. 

"  Never  were  two  such  long  hours,"  said  one  young 
lad,  fidgeting  up  and  down. 

"You  never  were  in  the  Inquisition,"  said  Yeo,  "  or 
you'd  know  better  how  slow  time  can  run.  Stand  you 
still,  and  give  God  thanks  you  're  where  you  are." 

"  I  say,  Gunner,  be  there  goold  to  that  island  ?  " 

"  Never  heard  of  none ;  and  so  much  the  better  for 
it,"  said  Yeo,  drily. 

"  But,  I  say,  Gunner,"  said  a  poor  scurvy-stricken 
cripple,  licking  his  lips,  "  be  there  oranges  and  lim- 
mons  there?" 
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"Not  of  my  seeing;  but  plenty  of  good  fruit  down 
to  the  beach,  thank  the  Lord.  There  comes  the  dawn 
at  last." 

Up  flushed  the  rose,  up  rushed  the  sun,  and  the  level 
rays  glittered  on  the  smooth  stems  of  the  palm-trees, 
and  threw  rainbows  across  the  foam  upon  the  coral- 
reefs,  and  gilded  lonely  uplands  far  away,  where  now 
stands  many  a  stately  country-seat  and  busy  engine- 
house.  Long  lines  of  pelicans  went  clanging  out  to 
sea ;  the  hum  of  the  insects  hushed,  and  a  thousand 
birds  burst  into  jubilant  song ;  a  thin  blue  mist  crept 
upward  toward  the  inner  downs,  and  vanished,  leaving 
them  to  quiver  in  the  burning  glare ;  the  land-breeze, 
which  had  blown  fresh  out  to  sea  all  night,  died  away 
into  glassy  calm,  and  the  tropic  day  was  begun. 

The  sick  were  lifted  over  the  side,  and  landed  boat- 
load after  boat-load  on  the  beach,  to  stretch  themselves 
in  the  shade  of  the  palms ;  and  in  half-an-hour  the  whole 
crew  was  scattered  on  the  shore,  except  some  dozen 
worthy  men,  who  had  volunteered  to  keep  watch  and 
ward  on  board  till  noon. 

And  now  the  first  instinctive  cry  of  nature  was  for 
fruit !  fruit !  fruit !  The  poor  lame  wretches  crawled  from 
place  to  place  plucking  greedily  the  violet  grapes  of  the 
creeping  shore  vine,  and  staining  their  mouths  and 
blistering  their  lips  with  the  prickly  pears,  in  spite  of 
Yeo's  entreaties  and  warnings  against  the  thorns.  Some 
of  the  healthy  began  hewing  down  cocoa-nut  trees  to  get 
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at  the  nuts,  doing  little  thereby  but  blunt  their 
hatchets ;  till  Yeo  and  Drew,  having  mustered  half- 
a-dozen  reasonable  men,  went  off  inland,  and  returned 
in  an  hour  laden  with  the  dainties  of  that  primaeval 
orchard, — with  acid  junipa-apples,  luscious  guavas,  and 
crowned  ananas,  queen  of  all  the  fruits,  which  they  had 
found  by  hundreds  on  the  broiling  ledges  of  the  low  tufa- 
cliffs  ;  and  then  all,  sitting  on  the  sandy  turf,  defiant  of 
galliwasps  and  jack-spaniards,  and  all  the  weapons  of 
the  insect  host,  partook  of  the  equal  banquet,  while  old 
blue  land-crabs  sat  in  their  house-doors  and  brandished 
their  fists  in  defiance  at  the  invaders,  and  solemn  cranes 
stood  in  the  water  on  the  shoals  with  their  heads  on  one 
side,  and  meditated  how  long  it  was  since  they  had 
seen  bipeds  without  feathers  breaking  the  solitude  of 
their  isle. 

And  Frank  wandered  up  and  down,  silent,  but  rather 
in  wonder  than  in  sadness,  while  great  Amy  as  walked 
after  him,  his  mouth  full  of  junipa-apples,  and  enacted 
the  part  of  showman,  with  a  sort  of  patronizing  air,  as 
one  who  had  seen  the  wonders  already,  and  was  above 
being  astonished  at  them. 

"New,  new;  everything  new!"  said  Frank,  medi- 
tatively. "  Oh,  awful  feeling !  All  things  changed 
around  us,  even  to  the  tiniest  fly  and  flower;  yet  we 
the  same  ;  the  same  for  ever !" 

Amyas,  to  whom  such  utterances  were  altogether 
sibylline  and  unintelligible,  answered  by — 
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"  Look,  Frank,  that's  a  colibri.  You've  heard  of 
colibris?" 

Frank  looked  at  the  living  gem,  which  hung,  loud 
humming,  over  some  fantastic  bloom,  and  then  dashed 
away,  seemingly  to  call  its  mate,  and  whirred  and 
danced  with  it  round  and  round  the  flower-starred 
bushes,  flashing  fresh  rainbows  at  every  shifting  of  the 
lights. 

Frank  watched  solemnly  awhile,  and  then — 

"  Qualis  Natura  formatrix,  si  talis  formats?  Oh,  my 
God,  how  fair  must  be  Thy  real  world,  if  even  Thy 
phantoms  are  so  fair!" 

"  Phantoms  ?"  asked  Amyas,  uneasily.  "  That's  no 
ghost,  Frank,  but  a  jolly  little  honey-sucker,  with  a  wee 
wife,  and  children  no  bigger  than  peas,  but  yet  solid 
greedy  little  fellows  enough,  I'll  warrant." 

"Not  phantoms  in  thy  sense,  good  fellow,  but  in  the 
sense  of  those  who  know  the  worthlessness  of  all  below." 

"  I'll  tell  you  what,  brother  Frank,  you  are  a  great 
deal  wiser  than  me,  I  know ;  but  I  can't  abide  to  see 
you  turn  up  your  nose  as  it  were  at  God's  good  earth. 
See  now,  God  made  all  these  things ;  and  never  a 
man,  perhaps,  set  eyes  on  them  till  fifty  years  agone  ; 
and  yet  they  were  as  pretty  as  they  are  now,  ever 
since  the  making  of  the  world.  And  why  do  you 
think  God  could  have  put  them  hero,  then,  but  to  please 
Himself" — and  Amyas  took  off  his  hat — "with  the 
sight  of  them?      Now,  I  say,  brother  Frank,  what's 
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good  enough  to  please  God,  is  good  enough  to  please 
you  and  me." 

"  Your  rebuke  is  just,  dear  old  simple-hearted  fellow ; 
and  God  forgive  me,  if  with  all  my  learning,  which  has 
brought  me  no  profit,  and  my  longings,  which  have 
brought  me  no  peace,  I  presume  at  moments,  sinner  that 
I  am,  to  be  more  dainty  than  the  Lord  himself.  He 
walked  in  Paradise  among  the  trees  of  the  garden, 
Amyas ;  and  so  will  we,  and  be  content  with  what  He 
sends.  Why  should  we  long  for  the  next  world,  before 
we  are  fit  even  for  this  one?" 

"  And  in  the  meanwhile,"  said  Amyas,  "  this  earth's 
quite  good  enough,  at  least  here  in  Barbados." 

"  Do  you  believe,"  asked  Frank,  trying  to  turn  his 
own  thoughts,  "  in  those  tales  of  the  Spaniards,  that  the 
Sirens  and  Tritons  are  heard  singing  in  these  seas?" 

"  I  can't  tell.  There's  more  fish  in  the  water  than 
ever  came  out  of  it,  and  more  wonders  in  the  world,  Pll 
warrant,  than  we  ever  dreamt  of;  but  I  was  never  in 
these  parts  before ;  and  in  the  South  Sea,  I  must  say  I 
never  came  across  any,  though  Yeo  says  he  has  heard 
fair  music  at  night  up  in  the  Gulf,  fax  away  from 
land." 

"  The  Spaniards  report,  that  at  certain  seasons  choirs 
of  these  nymphs  assemble  in  the  sea,  and  with  ravishing 
music  sing  their  watery  loves.  It  may  be  so.  For 
Nature,  which  has  peopled  the  land  with  rational  souls, 
may  not  have  left  the  sea  altogether  barren  of  them ; 
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above  all,  when  we  remember  that  the  ocean  is  as  it 
were  the  very  fount  of  all  fertility,  and  its  slime,  (as  the 
most  learned  hold  with  Thales  of  Miletus,)  that  prima 
materia  out  of  which  all  things  were  one  by  one  con- 
cocted. Therefore,  the  ancients  feigned  wisely,  that 
Venus,  the  mother  of  all  living  things,  whereby  they 
designed  the  plastic  force  of  nature,  was  bom  of  the 
sea-foam,  and  rising  from  the  deep,  floated  ashore  upon 
the  isles  of  Greece." 

"  I  don't  know  what  plastic  force  is ;  but  I  wish  I 
had  had  the  luck  to  be  by  when  the  pretty  poppet  came 
up :  however,  the  nearest  thing  I  ever  saw  to  that  was 
maidens  swimming  alongside  of  us  when  we  were  in 
the  South  Seas,  and  would  have  come  aboard,  too ;  but 
Drake  sent  them  all  off  again  for  a  lot  of  naughty 
packs,  and  I  verily  believe  they  were  no  better.  Look 
at  the  butterflies,  now!  Don't  you  wish  you  wer< 
boy  again,  and  not  too  proud  to  go  catching  them  in 
your  cap?" 

And  so  the  two  wandered  on  together  through  the 
glorious  tropic  woods,  and  then  returned  to  the  beach  to 
find  the  sick  already  grown  cheerful,  and  many  who 
that  morning  could  not  stir  from  their  hammocks,  pacing 
up  and  down,  and  gaining  strength  with  every  step. 

"  Well  done,  lads  !"  cried  Amyas,  "  keep  a  cheerful 
mind.  We  will  have  the  music  ashore  after  ,dinner,  for 
want  of  mermaids  to  sing  to  us,  and  those  that  can 
dance  may." 
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And  so  those  four  days  were  spent ;  and  the  men,  like 
schoolboys  on  a  holiday,  gave  themselves  up  to  simple 
merriment,  not  forgetting,  however,  to  wash  the  clothes, 
take  in  fresh  water,  and  store  up  a  good  supply  of  such 
fruit  as  seemed  likely  to  keep ;  until,  tired  with  fruitless 
rambles  after  gold,  which  they  expected  to  find  in  every 
bush,  in  spite  of  Yeo's  warnings  that  none  had  been 
heard  of  on  the  island,  they  were  fain  to  lounge  about, 
full-grown  babies,  picking  up  shells  and  sea-fans  to  take 
home  to  their  sweethearts,  smoking  agoutis  out  of  the 
hollow  trees,  with  shout  and  laughter,  and  tormenting 
every  living  thing  they  could  come  near,  till  not  a  land- 
crab  dare  look  out  of  his  hole,  or  an  armadillo  unrol 
himself,  till  they  were  safe  out  of  the  bay,  and  off  again 
to  the  westward,  unconscious  pioneers  of  all  the  wealth, 
and  commerce,  and  beauty,  and  science,  which  has  in 
later  centuries  made  that  lovely  isle  the  richest  gem  of 
all  the  tropic  seas. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

HOW   THEY   TOOK  THE   PEARLS  AT  MARGARITA. 

P.  Henry.    Why,  what  a  rascal  art  thou,  then,  to  praise  him  so  for 
running. 

Falstaff.     0'  horseback,  ye  cuckoo  !  but  a-foot,  he  will  not  budge  a 
foot. 

P.  Henry.     Yes,  Jack,  upon  instinct. 

Falstaff.    I  grant  ye,  upon  instinct. 

Henry  IV.  Pt.  I. 

They  had  slipped  past  the  southern  point  of  Grenada 
in  the  night,  and  were  at  last  within  that  fairy  ring 
of  islands,  on  which  nature  had  concentrated  all  her 
beauty,  and  man  all  his  sin.  If  Barbados  had  been 
invested  in  the  eyes  of  the  new-comers  with  some 
strange  glory,  how  much  more  the  seas  on  which  they 
now  entered,  which  smile  in  almost  perpetual  calm, 
untouched  by  the  hurricane  which  roars  past  them  far 
to  northward?  Sky,  sea,  and  islands  were  one  vast 
rainbow;  though  little  marked,  perhaps,  by  those 
sturdy  practical  sailors,  whose  main  thought  was  of 
Spanish  gold  and  pearls ;  and  as  little  by  Amyas, 
who,  accustomed  to  the  scenery  of  the  tropics,  was 
speculating  inwardly  on  the  possibility  of  extirpating 
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the  Spaniards,  and  annexing  the  "West  Indies  to  the 
domains  of  Queen  Elizabeth.  And  yet  even  their  un- 
poetic  eyes  could  not  behold  without  awe  and  excite- 
ment lands  so  famous  and  yet  so  new,  around  which 
all  the  wonder,  all  the  pity,  and  all  the  greed  of  the  age 
had  concentrated  itself.  It  was  an  awful  thought,  and 
yet  inspiriting,  that  they  were  entering  regions  all  but 
unknown  to  Englishmen,  where  the  penalty  of  failure 
would  be  worse  than  death — the  torments  of  the  Inqui- 
sition. Not  more  than  five  times  before,  perhaps,  had 
those  mysterious  seas  been  visited  by  English  keels  : 
but  there  were  those  on  board  who  knew  them  well, 
and  too  well ;  who,  first  of  all  British  mariners,  had 
attempted  under  Captain  John  Hawkins  to  trade  along 
those  very  coasts,  and,  interdicted  from  the  necessaries  of 
life  by  Spanish  jealousy,  had,  in  true  English  fashion, 
won  their  markets  at  the  sword's  point,  and  then  bought 
and  sold  honestly  and  peaceably  therein.  The  old 
mariners  of  the  Pelican  and  the  Minion  were  questioned 
all  day  long  for  the  names  of  every  isle  and  cape,  every 
fish  and  bird ;  while  Frank  stood  by,  listening  serious 
and  silent. 

A  great  awe  seemed  to  have  possessed  his  soul :  yet 
not  a  sad  one ;  for  his  face  seemed  daily  to  drink  in 
glory  from  the  glory  round  him;  and  murmuring  to 
himself  at  whiles,  "  This  is  the  gate  of  heaven,"  he  stood 
watching  all  day  long,  careless  of  food  and  rest,  as  every 
forward  plunge  of  the  ship  displayed  some  fresh  wonder. 

s2 
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Islands  and  capes  hung  high  in  air,  with  their  inverted 
images  below  them  ;  long  sandhills  rolled  and  weltered 
in  the  mirage ;  the  yellow  flower-beds,  and  huge  thorny- 
cacti  like  giant  candelabra,  which  clothed  the  glaring 
slopes,  twisted,  tossed,  and  flickered,  till  the  whole 
scene  seemed  one  blazing  phantom-world,  in  which 
everything  was  as  unstable  as  it  was  fantastic,  even 
to  the  sun  itself,  distorted  into  strange  oval  and  pear- 
shaped  figures  by  the  beds  of  crimson  mist  through 
which  he  sank  to  rest.  But  while  Frank  wondered, 
Yeo  rejoiced ;  for  to  the  southward  of  that  setting 
sun  a  cluster  of  tall  peaks  rose  from  the  sea ;  and 
they,  unless  his  reckonings  were  wrong,  were  the  moun- 
tains of  Macanao,  at  the  western  end  of  Margarita  the 
Isle  of  Pearls,  then  famous  in  all  the  cities  of  the  Medi- 
terranean, and  at  the  great  German  fairs,  and  second 
only  in  richness  to  that  pearl  island  in  the  gulf  of 
Panama,  which  fifteen  years  before  had  cost  John 
Oxenham  his  life. 

The  next  day  saw  them  running  along  the  north  side 
of  the  island,  having  passed  undiscovered  (as  far  as 
they  could  see)  the  castle  which  the  Spaniards  had  built 
at  the  eastern  end  for  the  protection  of  the  pearl-fisheries. 

At  last  they  opened  a  deep  and  still  bight,  wooded  to 
the  water's  edge ;  and  lying  in  the  roadstead  a  caravel, 
and  three  boats  by  her.  And  at  that  sight  there  waa 
not  a  man  but  was  on  deck  at  once,  and  not  a  mouth 
but  was  giving  its  opinion  of  what  should  be  done. 
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Some  were  for  sailing  right  into  the  roadstead,  the 
breeze  blowing  fresh  toward  the  shore  (as  it  usually 
does  throughout  those  islands  in  the  afternoon).  How- 
ever, seeing  the  billows  break  here  and  there  off  the 
bay's  mouth,  they  thought  it  better,  for  fear  of  rocks, 
to  run  by  quietly,  and  then  send  in  the  pinnace  and  the 
boat.  Yeo  would  have  had  them  show  Spanish  colours, 
for  fear  of  alarming  the  caravel;  but  Amy  as  stoutly 
refused,  "  Counting  it,"  he  said,  "  a  mean  thing  to  tell 
a  lie  in  that  way,  unless  in  extreme  danger,  or  for  great 
ends  of  state." 

So  holding  on  their  course  till  they  were  shut  out  by 
the  next  point,  they  started ;  Gary  in  the  largest  boat 
with  twenty  men,  and  Amyas  in  the  smaller  one  with  fif- 
teen more  ;  among  whom  was  John  Brimblecombe,  who 
must  needs  come  in  his  cassock  and  bands,  with  an  old 
sword  of  his  uncle's  which  he  prized  mightily. 

When  they  came  to  the  bight's  mouth,  they  found,  as 
they  had  expected,  coral  rocks,  and  too  many  of  them  ; 
so  that  they  had  to  run  along  the  edge  of  the  reef  a  long- 
way,  before  they  could  find  a  passage  for  the  boats. 
While  they  were  so  doing,  and  those  of  them  who  were 
new  to  the  Indies  w^ere  admiring  through  the  clear  ele- 
ment those  living  flower-beds,  and  subaqueous  gardens 
of  Nereus  and  Amphitrite,  there  suddenly  appeared  be- 
low what  Yeo  called  "  A  school  of  sharks,"  some  of 
them  nearly  as  long  as  the  boat,  who  looked  up  at  them 
wistfully  enough  out  of  their  wicked  scowling  eyes. 
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u  Jack,"  said  Amyas,  who  sat  next  to  him,  u  look  how 
that  big  fellow  eyea  thee  ;  he  has  surely  taken  a  fancy 
to  that  plump  hide  of  thine,  and  thinks  thou  wouldst 
cat  as  tender  as  any  sucking  porker." 

Jack  turned  very  pah',  but  said  nothing. 

Now,  as  it  befel,  just  then  that  very  big  fellow,  see- 
ing a  parrot-fish  come  out  of  a  cleft  of  the  coral,  made 
at  him  from  below,  as  did  two  or  three  more;  the 
poor  fish,  finding  no  other  escape,  leaped  clean  into 
the  air,  and  almost  aboard  the  boat ;  while  just 
where  he  had  come  out  of  the  water,  three  or  four 
great  brown  shagreened  noses  clashed  together  within 
two  yards  of  Jack  as  he  sat,  each  showing  its  hor- 
rible rows  of  saw  teeth,  and  then  sank  sulkily  down 
again,  to  watch  for  a  fresh  bait.  At  which  Jack  said 
very  softly,  "In  manus  tuas,  Domine!"  and  turning 
his  eyes  inboard,  had  no  lust  to  look  at  sharks  any 
more. 

So  having  got  through  the  reef,  in  they  ran  with  a 
fair  breeze,  the  caravel  not  being  now  a  musket-shot  off. 
Cary  laid  her  aboard  before  the  Spaniards  had  time 
get  to  their  ordnance;  and  standing  up  in  the  stern- 
sheets,  shouted  to  them  to  yield.  The  captain  a>'. 
boldly  enough,  in  whose  name?  "In  1  lie  name  of 
common  Bense,  ye  dogs,"  cries  Will :  "do  you  not  see 
that  y.iu  are  but  fifty  Strong  to  00!  twenty 2n  Whereon 
up  the  side  he  scrambled,  and  the  captain  fired  a  pistol 
at  him.     Cary  knocked  him   over,   unwilling  to   shed 
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needless  blood;  on  which  all  the  crew  yielded,  some 
falling  on  their  knees,  some  leaping  overboard ;  and  the 
prize  was  taken. 

In  the  meanwhile,  Amyas  had  pulled  round  under  her 
stern,  and  boarded  the  boat  which  was  second  from  her, 
for  the  nearest  was  fast  alongside,  and  so  a  sure  prize. 
The  Spaniards  in  her  yielded  without  a  blow,  crying 
"  Misericordia ; "  and  the  negroes,  leaping  overboard, 
swam  ashore  like  sea-dogs.  Meanwhile  the  third  boat, 
which  was  not  an  oar's  length  off,  turned  to  pull  away. 
Whereby  befel  a  notable  adventure  :  for  John  Brimble- 
combe,  casting  about  in  a  valiant  mind  how  he  should 
distinguish  himself  that  day,  must  needs  catch  up  a  boat- 
hook,  and  claw  on  to  her  stern,  shouting,  "  Stay,  ye 
Papists !  Stay,  Spanish  clogs  !  " — by  which,  as  was  to 
be  expected,  they  being  ten  to  his  one,  he  was  forth- 
with pulled  overboard,  and  fell  all  along  on  his  nose  in 
the  sea,  leaving  the  hook  fast  in  her  stern. 

Where,  I  know  not  how,  being  seized  with  some  panic 
fear,  (his  lively  imagination  filling  all  the  sea  with  those 
sharks  which  he  had  just  seen,)  he  fell  a-roaring  like  any 
town-bull,  and  in  his  confusion  never  thought  to  turn 
and  get  aboard  again,  but  struck  out  lustily  after  the 
Spanish  boat,  whether  in  hope  of  catching  hold  of  the 
boat-hook  which  trailed  behind  her,  or  from  a  very 
madness  of  valour,  no  man  could  divine ;  but  on  he 
swam,  his  cassock  afloat  behind  him,  looking  for  all  the 
world  like  a  great  black  monk-fish,  and  howling  and 
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puffing,  with  liis  mouth  full  of  salt  water,  "  Stay,  ye 
Spanish  dogs !  Help,  all  good  fellows  !  See  you  not 
that  I  am  a  dead  man  ?  They  are  nuzzling  already  at 
my  toes !  He  hath  hold  of  my  leg  I  My  right  thigh 
is  bitten  clean  off!  Oh!  that  I  were  preaching  in 
Hartland  pulpit !  Stay,  Spanish  dogs !  Yield,  Papist 
cowards,  lest  I  make  mincemeat  of  you ;  and  take  me 
aboard  !  Yield,  I  say,  or  my  blood  be  on  your  heads ! 
I  am  no  Jonah ;  if  he  swallow  me,  he  will  never  cast  me 
up  again  !  It  is  better  to  fall  into  the  hands  of  man,  than 
into  the  hands  of  devils  with  three  rows  of  teeth  apiece. 

In  manus  tuas.      Orate  pro  anima  ! " 

And  so  forth,  in  more  frantic  case  than  ever  was 
Panurge  in  that  his  ever-memorable  sea-sickness ;  till 
the  English,  expecting  him  every  minute  to  be  snapped 
up  by  sharks,  or  brained  by  the  Spaniards'  oars,  let  fly 
a  volley  into  the  fugitives,  on  which  they  all  leaped  over- 
board like  their  fellows ;  whereon  Jack  scrambled  into  the 
boat,  and  drawing  sword  with  one  hand,  while  he  wiped  the 
water  out  of  his  eyes  with  the  other,  began  to  lay  about  him 
like  a  very  lion,  cutting  the  empty  air,  and  crying,  ;:  Yield, 
idolaters!  Yield,  Spanish  dogs!"  However,  coming  la 
himself  after  awhile,  and  seeing  that  there  was  no  one  on 
whom  to  flesh  his  maiden  steel,  he  sits  down  panting  in 
the  sternsheets,  and  begins  stripping  off  his  hose.  On 
which  Amyas,  thinking  surely  that  the  good  fellow 
had  gone  mad  with  some  stroke  of  the  sun,  or  by  having 
fallen  into  the  sea  after  being  over-heated  with  his  rowing, 
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bade  pull  alongside,  and  asked  him  in  Heaven's  name 
what  he  was  doing  with  his  nether  tackle.  On  which 
Jack,  amid  such  laughter  as  may  be  conceived,  vowed 
and  swore  that  his  right  thigh  was  bitten  clean  through, 
and  to  the  bone ;  yea,  and  that  he  felt  his  hose  full  of 
blood ;  and  so  would  have  swooned  away  for  imaginary 
loss  of  blood  (so  strong  was  the  delusion  on  him)  had  not 
his  friends,  after  much  arguing  on  their  part,  and  anger 
on  his,  persuaded  him  that  he  was  whole  and  sound. 

After  which  they  set  to  work  to  overhaul  their  maiden 
prize,  which  they  found  full  of  hides  and  salt-pork  ;  and 
yet  not  of  that  alone ;  for  in  the  captain's  cabin,  and 
also  in  the  sternsheets  of  the  boat  which  Brimblecombe 
had  so  valorously  boarded,  were  certain  frails  of  leaves 
packed  neatly  enough,  which  being  opened  were  full  of 
goodly  pearls,  though  somewhat  brown  (for  the  Spaniards 
used  to  damage  the  colour  in  their  haste  and  greediness, 
opening  the  shells  by  fire,  instead  of  leaving  them  to 
decay  gradually  after  the  Arabian  fashion) ;  with  which 
prize,  though  they  could  not  guess  its  value  very  exactly, 
they  went  off  content  enough,  after  some  malicious 
fellow  had  set  the  ship  on  fire,  which,  being  laden  with 
hides,  was  no  nosegay  as  it  burnt. 

Amyas  was  very  angry  at  this  wanton  damage,  in 
which  his  model  Drake  had  never  indulged ;  but  Cary 
had  his  jest  ready.  "Ah !"  said  he,  "  '  Lutheran  devils' 
we  are,  you  know ;  so  we  are  bound  to  vanish,  like  other 
fiends,  with  an  evil  savour." 
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As  soon,  however,  as  Amyas  was  on  board  again,  he 
rounded  his  friend  Mr.  Brimblecombe  in  the  ear,  and 
told  him  lie  had  better  play  the  man  a  little  more, 
roaring  less  before  he  was  hurt,  and  keeping  his  breath 
to  help  his  strokes,  if  he  wished  the  crew  to  listen 
much  to  his  discourses.  Frank,  hearing  this,  bade 
Amyas  leave  the  offender  to  him,  and  so  began  upon 
him  with — 

"  Come  hither,  thou  recreant  Jack,  thou  lily-livered 
Jack,  thou  hysterical  Jack.  Tell  me  now,  thou  hast 
read  Plato's  Dialogues,  and  Aristotle's  Logic  ? ' 

To  which  Jack  very  meekly  answered,  "  Yes." 

"  Then  I  will  deal  with  thee  after  the  manner  of  those 
ancient  sages,  and  ask  whether  the  greater  must  not 
contain  the  less  ?  " 

Jack. — Yes,  sure. 

Frank. — And  that  which  is  more  than  a  part  contain 
that  part,  more  than  which  it  is  ? 

Jack. — Yes,  sure. 

Frank. — Then  tell  me,  is  not  a  priest  more  than  a 
layman  ? 

Jack,  (who  was  always  very  loud  about  the  dignity 
of  the  priesthood,  as  many  of  his  cloth  are,  who  have 
no  other  dignity  whereon  to  stand),  answered  very  boldly 
- — "  Of  course." 

Frank. — Then  a  priest  containeth  a  man,  and  is  a 
man,  and  something  over — viz.  his  priesthood  ? 

Jack  (who  saw  whither  this  would  lead). — I  suppose  so. 
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Frank. — Then,  if  a  priest  show  himself  no  man,  he 
shows  himself  all  the  more  no  priest  ? 

"  I'll  tell  you  what,  Master  Frank,"  says  Jack,  "  yon 
may  be  right  by  logic  ;  but  sharks  aren't  logic,  nor 
don't  understand  it  neither." 

Frank. — Nay  but,  my  recalcitrant  Jack,  my  stiff- 
necked  Jack,  is  it  the  part  of  a  man  to  howl  like  a  pig  in 
a  gate,  because  he  thinks  that  is  there  which  is  not  there  ? 

Jack  had  not  a  word  to  say. 

Frank. — And  still  more,  when  if  that  had  been  there, 
it  had  been  the  duty  of  a  brave  man  to  have  kept  his 
mouth  shut,  if  only  to  keep  salt  water  out,  and  not  add 
the  evil  of  choking  to  that  of  being  eaten  ? 

"  Ah ! '  says  Jack,  "  that's  all  very  fine ;  but  you 
know  as  well  as  I,  that  it  was  not  the  Spaniards  I  was 
afraid  of.  They  were  Heaven's  handiwork,  and  I  knew 
how  to  deal  with  them ;  but  as  for  those  fiends'  spawn  of 
sharks,  when  I  saw  that  fellow  take  the  fish  alongside, 
it  upset  me  clean,  and  there's  an  end  of  it ! " 

Frank. — Oh,  Jack,  Jack,  behold  how  one  sin  begets 
another  !  Just  now  thou  wert  but  a  coward,  and  now 
thou  art  a  Manichee.  For  thou  hast  imputed  to  an  evil 
creator  that  which  was  formed  only  for  a  good  end, 
namely,  sharks,  which  were  made  on  purpose  to  devour 
useless  carcases  like  thine.  Moreover,  as  a  brother 
of  the  Eose,  thou  wert  bound  by  the  vow  of  thy 
brotherhood  to  have  leaped  joyfully  down  that  shark's 
mouth. 
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Jack. — Ay,  very  likely,  if  [Mistress  Rose  had  "been  in 
his  stomach  ;  but  I  ■wanted  to  fight  Spaniards  just  then, 
not  to  be  shark-bitten. 

Frank. — Jack,  thy  answer  savours  of  self-will.  If  it 
is  ordained  that  thou  shouldst  advance  the  ends  of  the 
brotherhood  by  being  shark-bitten,  or  flea-bitten,  or 
bitten  by  sharpers,  to  the  detriment  of  thy  carnal  wealth, 
or,  shortly,  to  suffer  any  shame  or  torment  whatsoever, 
even  to  strappado  and  scarpines,  thou  art  bound  to  obey 
thy  destiny,  and  not,  after  that  vain  Roman  conceit,  to 
choose  the  manner  of  thine  own  death,  which  is  indeed 
only  another  sort  of  self-murder.  We  therefore  consider 
thee  as  a  cause  of  scandal,  and  a  rotten  and  creaking 
branch,  to  be  excised  by  the  spiritual  arm,  and  do 
hereby  excise  thee,  and  cut  thee  off. 

Jack. — Nay  faith,  that's  a  little  too  much,  Master 
Frank.     How  long  have  you  been  Bishop  of  Exeter  ? 

Frank. — Jack,  thy  wit  being  blinded,  and  full  of  gross 
vapours,  by  reason  of  the  perturbations  of  fear  (which 
like  anger  is  a  short  madness,  and  raises  in  the  phan- 
tasy vain  spectres, — videlicet,  of  sharks  and  Spaniards.) 
mistakes  our  lucidity.  For  thy  Manicheeism,  let  his 
Lordship  of  Exeter  deal  with  it.  For  thy  abominable 
howling  and  caterwauling,  offensive  in  a  chained  cur,  but 
scandalous  in  a  preacher  and  a  brother  of  the  Rose,  we 
do  hereby  deprive  thee  of  thine  office  of  chaplain  to  the 
brotherhood;  and  warn  thee,  that  unless  within  seven 
days  thou  do  some  deed  equal  to  the  Seven  Champioi 
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or  Ruggiero  and  Orlando's  self,  thou  shalt  be  deprived 
of  sword  and  dagger,  and  allowed  henceforth,  to  carry  no 
more  iron  about  thee  than  will  serve  to  mend  thy  pen. 

"  And  now,  Jack,"  said  Amyas,  "  I  will  give  thee  a 
piece  of  news.  No  wonder  that  young  men,  as  the  par- 
sons complain  so  loudly,  will  not  listen  to  the  Gospel, 
while  it  is  preached  to  them  by  men  on  whom  they 
cannot  but  look  down  ;  a  set  of  softhanded  fellows 
who  cannot  dig,  and  are  ashamed  to  beg ;  and,  as  my 
brother  has  it,  must  needs  be  parsons  before  they  are 
men." 

Frank. — Ay,  and  even  though  we  may  excuse  that  in 
popish  priests  and  friars,  who  are  vowed  not  to  be 
men,  and  get  their  bread  shamefully  and  rascally  by 
telling  sinners  who  owe  a  hundred  measures  to  sit  down 
quickly  and  take  their  bill  and  write  fifty:  yet  for  a 
priest  of  the  Church  of  England,  (whose  business  is  not 
merely  to  smuggle  sinful  souls  up  the  backstairs  into 
heaven,  but  to  make  men  good  Christians  by  making 
them  good  men,  good  gentlemen,  and  good  English- 
men,) to  show  the  white  feather  in  the  hour  of  need, 
is  to  unpreach  in  one  minute  all  that  he  had  been 
preaching  his  life  long." 

"  I  tell  thee,"  says  Amyas,  "  if  I  had  not  taken  thee 
for  another  guess  sort  of  man,  I  had  never  let  thee  have 
the  care  of  a  hundred  brave  lads'  immortal  souls. " 

And  so  on,  both  of  them  boarding  him  at  once  with 
their  heavy  shot,  larboard  and  starboard,  till  he  fairly 
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clapped  liis  hands  to  his  ears  and  ran  for  it,  leaving  poor 
Frank  laughing  BO  heartily,  that  An.      -  r  all 

glad  the  thing  had  happened,  lor  the  sake  of  the  smile 
which  it  put  into  his  sad  and  steadfast  eountenar 

The  next  day  was   Sunday:  on  which,   after  divine 
sen-ice.  (which  they  could  hardly  persuade  Jack  to  read, 
so  shamefaced  was  he  ;  and  as  for  preaching  after 
he  would  not  hear  of  such  a  thing.)  Amyas  read  aloud, 
according  to  custom,  the  articles  of  their  agreement ;  and 
then  seeing  abreast  of  them  a  sloping  beach  with  a  shoot 
of  clear  water  running  into  the  sea.  agreed  that  tk 
should  land  there,  wash  the  clothes,  and  again  water  the 
ship  ;    for  they  had  found  water  somewhat    scarce 
Barbados.   On  this  party  Jack  Brimblecombe  must  needs 
go,  taking  with  him  his  sword  and  a  great  arquebus 
for  he  had  dreamed  last  night,  (he  said. '  that  he 
upon  by  >^  innards,  and  was  sure  that  the  dream  would 
come  true ;   and  moreover,  that  he  did  not  very  mu 
care  if  they  did,  or  if  he  ever  got  back  aim 
better  to  die  than  to  be  made  an  ape.  and  a  scare 
and  laughed  at  by  the  men.  and  1  with  Ban. 

his  logic,  and  Plato  his  dialectical  devilri 
himself  a  Maniehee,  and.  for  aught  he  knc  urbaned 

Turk,  or  Hebrew  Jew,'1  and  so  flung  into  the  boat  1: 
a  man  desperate. 

So  they  went  I  .   after  Amyas  had  given 

mmands  against  letting  off  fire-arm-,  for  fear  of  alarm- 
ing the  Spaniards.     There  they  washed  their  cloth 
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and  stretched  their  legs  with  great  joy,  admiring  the 
beauty  of  the  place,  and  then  began  to  shoot  the  seine 
which  they  had  brought  on  shore  with  them.  "  In  which," 
says  the  chronicler,  "  we  caught  many  strange  fishes, 
and  beside  them,  a  sea-cow  full  seven  feet  long,  with 
limpets  and  barnacles  on  her  back,  as  if  she  had  been 
a  stick  of  drift-timber.  This  is  a  fond  and  foolish  beast : 
and  yet  pious  withal ;  for  finding  a  corpse  she  watches 
over  it  day  and  night  until  it  decay  or  be  buried. 
The  Indians  call  her  manati ;  who  carries  her  young 
under  her  arm,  and  gives  it  suck  like  a  woman ;  and 
being  wounded,  she  lamenteth  aloud  with  a  human 
voice,  and  is  said  at  certain  seasons  to  sing  very  melodi- 
ously ;  which  melody,  perhaps,  having  been  heard  in 
those  seas,  is  that  which  Mr.  Frank  reported  to  be  the 
choirs  of  the  Sirens  and  Tritons.  The  which  I  do  not 
avouch  for  truth,  neither  rashly  deny,  having  seen 
myself  such  fertility  of  Xature's  wonders  that  I  hold 
him  who  denieth  aught  merely  for  its  strangeness,  to  be 
a  ribald  and  an  ignoramus.  Also  one  of  our  men 
brought  in  two  great  black  fowls  which  he  had  shot 
with  a  cross-bow,  bodied  and  headed  like  a  capon,  but 
bigger  than  any  eagle,  which  the  Spaniards  call  curassos; 
which,  with  that  sea-cow,  afterwards  made  us  good 
cheer,  both  roast  and  sodden,  for  the  cow  was  very 
dainty  meat,  as  good  as  a  four-months'  calf,  and  tender 
and  fat  withal." 

After  that  they  set  to  work  filling   the  casks   and 
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barricos,  having  laid  the  "boat  tip  to  the  outflow  of  the 
rivulet.  And  lucky  for  them  it  was,  as  it  fell  out,  that 
they  were  all  close  together  at  that  work,  and  not  abroad 
skylarking  as  they  had  been  half  an  hour  before. 

Now  John  Brimblecombe  had  gone  apart  as  soon  as 
they  landed,  with  a  shamefaced  and  doleful  counte- 
nance ;  and  sitting  down  under  a  great  tree,  plucked  a 
Bible  from  his  bosom,  and  read  steadfastly,  girded  with 
his  great  sword,  and  his  arquebuse  lying  by  him.  This 
too  was  well  for  him,  and  for  the  rest ;  for  they  had  not 
yet  finished  their  watering,  when  there  was  a  cry  that 
the  enemy  was  on  them ;  and  out  of  the  wood,  not 
twenty  yards  from  the  good  parson,  came  full  fifty 
shot,  with  a  multitude  of  negroes  behind  them,  and  an 
officer  in  front  on  horseback,  with  a  great  plume  of 
feathers  in  his  hat,  and  his  sword  drawn  in  his  hand. 

"  Stand,  for  your  lives!  "  shouted  Amyas :  and  only 
just  in  time;  for  there  was  ten  good  minutes  lost  in 
running  up  and  down  before  he  could  get  his  men  into 
some  order  of  battle.  But  when  Jack  beheld  the 
Spaniards,  as  if  he  had  expected  their  coming,  he 
plucked  a  leaf  and  put  it  into  the  page  of  his  book  for 
a  mark,  laid  the  book  down  soberly,  caught  up  his 
arquebuse,  ran  like  a  mad  dog  right  at  the  Spanish 
captain,  shot  him  through  the  body  stark  dead,  and 
then,  flinging  the  arquebuse  at  the  head  of  him  who 
stood  next,  fell  on  with  his  sword  like  a  verv  Col- 
brand,  breaking  in  among  the  arquebuses,  and  striking 
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right  and  left  such  ugly  strokes,  that  the  Spaniards 
(who  thought  him  a  very  fiend,  or  Luther's  self  come 
to  life  to  plague  them)  gave  back  pell-mell,  and  shot 
at  him  five  or  six  at  once  with  their  arquebuses  :  but 
whether  from  fear  of  him,  or  of  wounding  each  other, 
made  so  bad  play  with  their  pieces,  that  he  only  got 
one  shrewd  gall  in  his  thigh,  which  made  him  limp  for 
many  a  day.  But  as  fast  as  they  gave  back  he  came 
on ;  and  the  rest  by  this  time  ran  up  in  good  order,  and 
altogether  nearly  forty  men  well  armed.  On  which  the 
Spaniards  turned,  and  went  as  fast  as  they  had  come, 
while  Cary  hinted  that,  "  The  dogs  had  had  such  a 
taste  of  the  parson,  that  they  had  no  mind  to  wait  for 
the  clerk  and  people." 

"  Come  back,  Jack  !  are  you  mad?"  shouted  Amyas. 

But  Jack  (who  had  not  all  this  time  spoken  one 
word)  followed  them  as  fiercely  as  ever,  till  reaching 
a  great  blow  at  one  of  the  arquebusiers,  he  caught  his 
foot  in  a  root.  On  which  down  he  went,  and  striking  his 
head  against  the  ground,  knocked  out  of  himself  all  the 
breath  he  had  left,  (which  between  fatness  and  fight- 
ing was  not  much,)  and  so  lay.  Amyas,  seeing  the 
Spaniards  gone,  did  not  care  to  pursue  them :  but 
picked  up  Jack,  who,  staring  about,  cried,  "  Glory  be  ! 
glory  be  ! — How  many  have  I  killed  ?  How  many  have 
I  killed?" 

"  Nineteen,  at  the  least,"  quoth  Cary,  "  and  seven 
with  one  back  stroke;"  and  then  showed  Brimblecombe 
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the  captain    lying  dead,  and  two  arquebus  icrs,  one  of 
which  was  the  fugitive  by  whom  he  came  to  his  fall, 
besides   three  or  four  more  who  were   limping   aw 
wounded,  some  of  them  by  their  fellows'  shot. 

"  There  !  "  said  Jack,  pausing  and  blowing,  "  will  you 
laugh  at  me  any  more,  Mr.  Cary ;  or  say  that  I  cannot 
fight,  because  I  am  a  poor  parson's  son?" 

Cary  took  him  by  the  hand,  and  a<ked  pardon  of  him 
for  his  scoffing,  saying  that  he  had  that  day  played  the 
best  man  of  all  of  them  ;  and  Jack,  who  never  bore 
malice,  began  laughing  in  his  turn,  and — 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Cary,  we  have  all  known  your  pleasant 
ways,  ever  since  you  used  to  put  drumble-drones  into  my 
desk  to  Bideford  school."  And  so  they  went  to  the  boat.-, 
and  pulled  off,  thanking  God  (as  they  had  need  to  do) 
for  their  great  deliverance,  while  all  the  boats'  crew 
rejoiced  over  Jack,  who  after  awhile  grew  very  faint, 
(having  bled  a  good  deal  without  knowing  it),  and  made 
as  little  of  his  real  wound  as  he  made  much  the  day 
before  of  his  imaginary  one. 

Frank  asked  him  that  evening,  how  he  came  to 
show  so  cool  and  approved  a  valour  in  so  sudden  a 
mishap. 

"  Well,  my  masters,"  said  Jack,  "  I  don't  deny  that 
I  was  very  downcast  on  account  of  what  yon  said,  and 
the  scandal  which  I  had  given  to  the  crew  ;  but  as  it 
happened,  I  was  reading  there  under  the  tree,  to  fortify 
my  spirits,  the  history  of  the  ancient  worthies,  in  S 
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Paul  liis  eleventh  chapter  to  the  Hebrews ;  and  just  as 
I  came  to  that,  '  out  of  weakness  were  made  strong, 
waxed  valiant  in  fight,  turned  to  flight  the  armies  of 
the  aliens,'  arose  the  cry  of  the  Spaniards.  At  which, 
gentlemen,  thinking  in  myself  that  I  fought  in  just  so 
good  a  cause  as  they,  and,  as  I  hoped,  with  like  faith, 
there  came  upon  me  so  strange  an  assurance  of  victory, 
that  I  verily  believed  in  myself  that  if  there  had  been  a 
ten  thousand  of  them,  I  should  have  taken  no  hurt. 
Wherefore,"  said  Jack  modestly,  "  there  is  no  credit 
due  to  me,  for  there  was  no  valour  in  me  whatsoever, 
but  only  a  certainty  of  safety  ;  and  any  coward  would 
fight,  if  he  knew  that  he  were  to  have  all  the  killing, 
and  none  of  the  scratches." 

Which  words  he  next  day,  being  Sunday,  repeated 
in  his  sermon  which  he  made  on  that  chapter,  with 
which  all,  even  Salvation  Yeo  himself,  were  well  con- 
tent and  edified,  and  allowed  him  to  be  as  godly  a 
preacher  as  he  was  (in  spite  of  his  simple  ways)  a 
valiant  and  true-hearted  comrade. 

They  brought  away  the  Spanish  officer's  sword  (a 
very  good  blade),  and  also  a  great  chain  of  gold  which 
he  wore  about  his  neck  ;  both  of  which  were  allotted  to 
Brimblecombe  as  his  fair  prize ;  but  he,  accepting  the 
sword,  steadfastly  refused  the  chain,  entreating  Amyas 
to  put  it  into  the  common  stock  ;  and  when  Amyas  re- 
fused, he  cut  it  into  links  and  distributed  it  among 
those  of  the  boat's  crew  who  had  succoured  him,  winning 
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thereby  much  goodwill.  "  And  indeed  "  (says  the  chro- 
nicler), "  I  never  saw  in  that  worthy  man,  from  the  fir 
day  of  our  schoolfellowship  till  he  was  laid  in  his  parish 
church  of  Hartland  (where  he  now  sleeps  in  peace),  any 
touch  of  that  sin  of  covetousness  which  has  in  all  ages, 
and  in  ours  no  less  than  others,  beset  especially  (I  know 
not  why)  them  who  minister  about  the  sanctuary.  But 
this  man,  though  he  was  ugly  and  lowly  in  person,  and 
in  understanding  simple,  and  of  breeding  but  a  poor 
parson's  son,  had  yet  in  him  a  spirit  so  loving  and 
cheerful,  so  lifted  from  base  and  selfish  purposes  to  the 
worship  of  duty,  and  to  a  generosity  rather  knightly  than 
sacerdotal,  that  all  through  his  life  he  seemed  to  think 
only  that  it  was  more  blessed  to  give  than  to  receive. 
And  all  that  wealth  which  he  gained  in  the  wars,  he 
dispersed  among  his  sisters  and  the  poor  of  his  parish, 
living  unmarried  till  his  death  like  a  true  lover  and 
constant  mourner  (as  shall  be  said  in  place) ,  and  leaving 
hardly  wherewith  to  bring  his  body  to  the  grave.  At 
wThom  if  we  often  laughed  once,  we  should  now  rather 
envy  him,  desiring  to  be  here  what  he  was,  that  we  may 
be  hereafter  where  he  is.     Amen." 


CHAPTER  XL 

WHAT    BEFEL   AT    LA    GUAYRA. 

Great  was  the  crying,  the  running  and  riding, 
Which  at  that  season  was  made  in  the  place ; 

The  beacons  were  fired,  as  need  then  required, 
To  save  their  great  treasure  they  had  little  space. 

Winning  of  Cales. 

The  men  would  gladly  have  hawked  awhile  round 
Margarita  and  Cubagua  for  another  pearl  prize.  But 
Amyas,  having  as  he  phrased  it  "fleshed  his  dogs," 
was  loth  to  hang  about  the  islands  after  the  alarm  had 
been  given.  They  ran,  therefore,  south-west  across  the 
mouth  of  that  great  bay,  which  stretches  from  the 
Peninsula  of  Paria  to  Cape  Codera,  leaving  on  their 
right  hand  Tortuga,  and  on  their  left  the  meadow- 
islands  of  the  Piritoos,  two  long  green  lines  but  a  few 
inches  above  the  tideless  sea.  Yeo  and  Drew  knew 
every  foot  of  the  way,  and  had  good  reason  to  know  it ; 
for  they,  the  first  of  all  English  mariners,  had  tried  to 
trade  along  this  coast  with  Hawkins.  And  now,  right 
a-head,  sheer  out  of  the  sea  from  base  to  peak,  arose 
higher  and  higher  the  mighty  range  of  the  Caraccas 
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mountains ;  beside  which  all  hills  which  most  of  t~ 
crew  had  ever  seen  seemed  petty  mounds.  Frank,  of 
course,  knew  the  Alps ;  and  Amy  as  the  Andes  ;  but 
Cary's  notions  of  height  were  bounded  by  3Hiilli- 
cuddy's  Keeks,  and  Brimblecombe's  by  Exmoor ;  and 
the  latter,  to  Cary's  infinite  amusement,  spent  a  whole 
day  holding  on  by  the  rigging,  and  staring  upwards 
with  his  chin  higher  than  his  nose,  till  he  got  a  stifF- 
neck.  Soon  the  sea  became  rough  and  chopping, 
though  the  breeze  was  fair  and  gentle  ;  and  ere  they 
were  abreast  of  the  Cape,  they  became  aware  of  that 
strong  eastward  current,  which,  during  the  winter 
months,  so  often  baffles  the  mariner  who  wishes  to  go 
to  the  westward.  All  night  long  they  struggled  through 
the  billows,  with  the  huge  wall  of  Cape  Codera  a  thou- 
sand feet  above  their  heads  to  the  left,  and  beyond  it 
again,  bank  upon  bank  of  mountain,  bathed  in  the 
yellow  moonlight. 

Morning  showed  them  a  large  ship,  which  had  passed 
them  during  the  night  upon  the  opposite  course  and 
was  now  a  good  ten  miles  to  the  eastward.  Yeo  was  for 
going  back  and  taking  her.  Of  the  latter  he  made  a 
matter  of  course  ;  and  the  former  was  easy  enough,  for 
the  breeze  blowing  dead  off  the  land,  was  a  "  soldier's 
wind,  there  and  back  again,"  for  either  ship  ;  but  Amy 
and  Frank  were  both  unwilling. 

"  Why,  Yeo,  you  said  that  one  day  more  would  bring 
us  to  La  Guayra." 
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"  All  the  more  reason,  Sir,  for  doing  the  Lord's  work 
thoroughly,  when  He  has  brought  us  safely  so  far  on 
our  journey." 

"  She  can  pass  well  enough,  and  no  loss." 

"  Ah,  Sirs,  Sirs,  she  is  delivered  into  your  hands,  and 
you  will  have  to  give  an  account  of  her."  • 

"  My  good  Yeo,"  said  Frank,  "  I  trust  we  shall  give 
good  account  enough  of  many  a  tall  Spaniard  before  we 
return  :  but  you  know  surely  that  La  Guayra  and  the 
salvation  of  one  whom  we  believe  dwells  there,  was  our 
first  object  in  this  adventure." 

Yeo  shook  his  head  sadly.  "  Ah,  Sirs,  a  lady  brought 
Captain  Oxenham  to  ruin." 

"You  do  not  dare  to  compare  her  with  this  one?" 
said  Frank  and  Cary,  both  in  a  breath. 

"  God  forbid,  gentlemen :  but  no  adventure  will 
prosper,  unless  there  is  a  single  eye  to  the  Lord's  work ; 
and  that  is,  as  I  take  it,  to  cripple  the  Spaniard,  and 
exalt  her  Majesty  the  Queen.  And  I  had  thought,  that 
nothing  was  more  dear  than  that  to  Captain  Leigh's 
heart." 

Amyas  stood  somewhat  irresolute.  His  duty  to  the 
Queen  bade  him  follow  the  Spanish  vessel :  his  duty 
to  his  vow,  to  go  on  to  La  Guayra.  It  may  seem 
a  far-fetched  dilemma.  He  found  it  a  practical  one 
enough. 

However,  the  counsel  of  Frank  prevailed,  and  on  to 
La  Guayra  he  went.     He  half  hoped  that  the  Spaniard 
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would  see  and  attack  them.  However,  he  went  on  his 
way  to  the  eastward  ;  which  if  he  had  not  done,  my 
story  had  had  a  very  different  ending. 

About  midday  a  canoe,  the  first  which  they  had  seen, 
came  staggering  toward  them  under  a  huge  three- 
cornered  sail.  As  it  came  near,  they  could  see  two 
Indians  on  board. 

u  Metal  floats  in  these  seas,  you  see,"  quoth  Cary. 
"  There's  a  fresh  marvel  for  you,  Frank.'" 

"  Expound; ,!  quoth  Frank,  who  was  really  ready  to 
swallow  any  fresh  marvel,  so  many  had  he  seen  already. 

"Why,  how  else  would  those  two  bronze  statues 
dare  to  go  to  sea  in  such  a  cockleshell,  eh?  Have  I 
given  you  the  dor  now,  master  courtier?  " 

"  I  am  long  past  dors,  Will.  But  what  noble  crea- 
tures they  are ;  and  how  fearlessly  they  are  coming 
alongside !  Can  they  know  that  we  are  English,  and 
the  avengers  of  the  Indians  ?  " 

"  I  suspect  they  just  take  us  for  Spaniards,  and  want 
to  sell  their  cocoa-nuts.  See,  the  canoe  is  laden  with 
vegetables." 

"  Hail  them,  Yeo  !  "  said  Amvas.  "  You  talk  the  best 
Spanish,  and  I  want  speech  of  one  of  them." 

Yeo  did  so  ;  the  canoe,  without  more  ado,  ran  along- 
side, and  lowered  her  felucca  sail,  while  a  splendid 
Indian  scrambled  on  board  like  a  cat. 

He  was  full  six  feet  high,  and  as  bold  and  graceful  of 
bearing  as  Frank  or  Amyas's  self.    He  looked  round  for 
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the  first  moment  smilingly,  showing  his  white  teeth ; 
but  the  next,  his  countenance  changed ;  and  springing 
to  the  side,  he  shouted  to  his  comrade  in  Spanish, — 

"  Treachery  !  No  Spaniard  V*  and  would  have  leaped 
overboard,  but  a  dozen  strong  fellows  caught  him  ere  he 
could  do  so. 

It  required  some  trouble  to  master  him,  so  strong  was 
he,  and  so  slippery  his  naked  limbs ;  Amyas,  mean- 
while, alternately  entreated  the  men  not  to  hurt  the 
Indian,  and  the  Indian  to  be  quiet,  and  no  harm  should 
happen  to  him  ;  and  so,  after  five  minutes'  confusion,  the 
stranger  gave  in  sulkily. 

fl  Don't  bind  him  !  Let  him  loose,  and  make  a  ring 
round  him.     Now,  my  man,  there  is  a  dollar  for  you." 

The  Indian's  eyes  glistened,  and  he  took  the  coin. 

"  All  I  want  of  you  is,  first,  to  tell  me  what  ships  are 
in  La  Guayra,  and  next,  to  go  thither  on  board  of  me, 
and  show  me  which  is  the  governor's  house,  and  which 
the  custom-house." 

The  Indian  laid  the  coin  down  on  the  deck,  and 
crossing  himself,  looked  Amyas  in  the  face. 

"  No,  Sefior !  I  am  a  freeman  and  a  cavalier,  a 
Christian  Guayqueria,  whose  forefathers,  first  of  all 
the  Indians,  swore  fealty  to  the  King  of  Spain,  and 
whom  he  calls  to  this  day  in  all  his  proclamations  his 
most  faithful,  loyal,  and  noble  Guayquerias.  God  forbid, 
therefore,  that  I  should  tell  aught  to  his  enemies,  who 
are  my  enemies  likewise." 
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A  growl  arose  from  those  of  the  men  who  understood 
him ;   and   more   than  one  hinted  that  a  cord  twin 
round  the  head,   or  a  match  put  between  the  fingers^ 
would  speedily  extract  the  required  information. 

"  God  forbid!"  said  Amyas,  "a  brave  and  loyal 
man  he  is,  and  as  such  will  I  treat  him.  Tell  me,  my 
brave  fellow,  how  do  you  know  us  to  be  his  Catholic 
Majesty's  enemies?" 

The  Indian,  with  a  shrewd  smile,  pointed  to  half-a- 
dozen  different  objects,  saying  to  each,  "  Not  Spanish." 

"  Well,  and  what  of  that  ?" 

"  None  but  Spaniards  and  free  Guayquerias  have  a 
right  to  sail  these  seas." 

Amyas  laughed. 

"  Thou  art  a  right  valiant  bit  of  copper.  Pick  up  thy 
dollar,  and  go  thy  way  in  peace.  Make  room  for  him, 
men.     We  can  learn  what  we  want  without  his  help." 

The  Indian  paused,  incredulous  and  astonished. 

"  Overboard  with  you  ! "  quoth  Amyas.  "  Don't  you 
know  when  you  are  well  off?" 

"  Most  illustrious  Serior,"  began  the  Indian,  in  the 
drawling  sententious  fashion  of  his  race  (when  they  take 
the  trouble  to  talk  at  all),  "  I  have  been  deceived.  I 
heard  that  you  heretics  roasted  and  ate  all  true  Cathol 
(as  we  Guayquerias  are),  and  that  all  your  padres  had 
tails." 

"  Plague  on  you,  Sirrah ! "  squeaked  Jack  Brimble- 
combe.     "  Have  I  a  tail  ?     Look  here  ! " 
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"  Quien  sa"be?  Who  knows  ?**  quoth  the  Indian 
through  his  nose. 

"  How  do  you  know  we  are  heretics  ?  "  said  Amy  as. 

':  Humph  !  But  in  repayment  for  your  kindness,  I 
would  warn  you,  illustrious  Senor,  not  to  go  on  to 
La  Guayra.  There  are  ships  of  war  there  waiting 
for  you ;  and  moreover  the  governor  Don  Guzman 
sailed  to  the  eastward  only  yesterday  to  look  for 
you;  and  I  wonder  much  that  you  did  not  meet 
him." 

"  To  look  for  us  !  On  the  watch  for  us  \"  said  Cary. 
"  Impossible  ;  lies  !  Amyas,  this  is  some  trick  of  the 
rascal's  to  frighten  us  away." 

"  Don  Guzman  came  out  but  yesterday  to  look  for 
us  ?    Are  you  sure  you  spoke  truth  ?" 

"  As  I  live,  Senor,  he  and  another  ship,  for  which  I 
took  yours." 

Amyas  stamped  upon  the  deck :  that  then  was  the 
ship  which  they  had  passed  ! 

"  Fool  that  I  was  to  have  been  close  to  my  enemy,  and 
let  my  opportunity  slip  !  If  I  had  but  done  my  duty, 
all  would  have  gone  right ! " 

But  it  was  too  late  to  repine ;  and  after  all,  the 
Indian's  story  was  likely  enough  to  be  false. 

"  Off  with  you  !"  said  he  ;  and  the  Indian  bounded 
over  the  side  into  his  canoe,  leaving  the  whole  crew 
wondering  at  the  stateliness  and  courtesy  of  this  bold 
sea-cavalier. 
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So  Westward-ho  they  ran,  beneath  the  mighty  northern 
wall,  the  highest  cliff  on  earth,  some  7,000  feet  of  rock 
parted  from  the  sea  by  a  narrow  strip  of  bright  green 
lowland.  Here  and  there  a  patch  of  sugar-cane,  or  a 
knot  of  cocoa-nut  trees,  close  to  the  water's  edge,  re- 
minded them  that  they  were  in  the  tropics ;  but  above, 
all  was  savage,  rough,  and  bare  as  an  Alpine  precipice. 
Sometimes  deep  clefts  allowed  the  southern  sun  to  pour 
a  blaze  of  light  down  to  the  sea  marge,  and  gave 
glimpses  far  above  of  strange  and  stately  trees  lining 
the  glens,  and  of  a  veil  of  perpetual  mist  which 
shrouded  the  inner  summits ;  while  up  and  down,  be- 
tween them  and  the  mountain  side,  white  fleecy  clouds 
hung  motionless  in  the  burning  air,  increasing  the 
impression  of  vastness  and  of  solemn  rest,  which  was 
already  overpowering. 

"  Within  those  mountains,  three  thousand  feet  above 
our  heads, "  said  Drew,  the  master,  "  lies  Saint  Yago 
de  Leon,  the  great  city  which  the  Spaniards  founded 
fifteen  years  agone." 

"  Is  it  a  rich  place?"  asked  Gary. 

"  Very,  they  say." 

"  Is  it  a  strong  place*?"  asked  Amyas. 

"  No  forts  to  it  at  all,  they  say.  The  Spaniards 
boast,  that  Heaven  has  made  such  good  walls  to  it 
already,  that  man  need  make  none." 

"  I  don't  know,"  quoth  Amyas.  "  Lads,  could  you 
climb  those  hills,  do  you  think  ? " 
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u  Rather  higher  than  Harty-point,  Sir:  but  it  depends 
pretty  much  on  what's  behind  them." 

And  now  the  last  point  is  rounded,  and  they  are  full 
in  sight  of  the  spot  in  quest  of  which  they  have  sailed 
four  thousand  miles  of  sea.  A  low  black  cliff,  crowned 
by  a  wall ;  a  battery  at  either  end.  Within,  a  few  narrow 
streets  of  white  houses,  running  parallel  with  the  sea, 
upon  a  strip  of  flat,  which  seemed  not  two  hundred  yards 
in  breadth ;  and  behind,  the  mountain  wall,  covering 
the  whole  in  deepest  shade.  How  that  wall  was  ever 
ascended  to  the  inland,  seemed  the  puzzle ;  but  Drew, 
who  had  been  off  the  place  before,  pointed  out  to  them 
a  narrow  path,  which  wound  upwards  through  a  glen, 
seemingly  sheer  perpendicular.  That  was  the  road  to 
the  capital  if  any  man  dare  try  it.  In  spite  of  the 
shadow  of  the  mountain,  the  whole  place  wore  a  dusty 
and  glaring  look.  The  breaths  of  air  which  came  off 
the  land  were  utterly  stifling ;  and  no  wonder,  for  La 
Guayra,  owing  to  the  radiation  of  that  vast  fire-brick 
of  heated  rock,  is  one  of  the  hottest  spots  upon  the  face 
of  the  whole  earth. 

Where  was  the  harbour?  There  was  none.  Only 
an  open  roadstead,  wherein  lay  tossing  at  anchor  five 
vessels.  The  two  outer  ones  were  small  merchant 
caravels.  Behind  them  lay  two  long,  low,  ugly-looking 
craft,  at  sight  of  which  Yeo  gave  a  long  wheugh. 

"  Galleys,  as  I'm  a  sinful  saint !  And  what's  that 
big  one  inside  of  them,  Robert  Drew  ?     She  has  more 
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than  hawseholes  in  her  idolatrous  black  sides,  I 
think." 

"  We  shall  open  her  astern  of  the  galleys  in  another 
minute,"  said  Amyas.  "  Look  out,  Cary,  your  eyes 
are  better  than  mine." 

"  Six  round  portholes  on  the  main  deck,"  quoth 
Will. 

"  And  I  can  see  the  brass  patararoes  glittering  on  her 
poop,"  quoth  Amyas.     w  Will,  we're  in  for  it." 

"  In  for  it  we  are,  Captain. 

Farewell,  farewell,  my  parents  dear, 
I  never  shall  see  you  more,  I  fear. 

Let's  go  in,  nevertheless,  and  pound  the  Don's  ribs, 
my  old  lad  of  Smerwick  Eh  ?  Three  to  one  is  very 
fair  odds." 

"  Not  underneath  those  fort  guns,  I  beg  leave  to  say," 
quoth  Yeo.  "  If  the  Philistines  will  but  come  out  unto 
us,  we  will  make  them  like  unto  Zeba  and  Zalmunna." 

"  Quite  true,"  said  Amyas.  "  Game  cocks  are  game 
cocks,  but  reason's  reason." 

"  If  the  Philistines  are  not  coming  out,  they  are  going 
to  send  a  messenger  instead,"  quoth  Cary.  a  Look  out, 
all  thin  skulls  !  " 

And  as  he  spoke,  a  puff  of  white  smoke  rolled  from 
the  eastern  fort,  and  a  heavy  ball  plunged  into  the  water 
between  it  and  the  ship. 

"I  don't  altogether  like  this,"  quoth  Amyas.    "What 
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do  tliey  mean  by  firing  on  ns  without  warning?  And 
what  are  these  ships  of  war  doing  here?  Drew,  you 
told  me  the  armadas  never  lay  here." 

"  No  more,  I  believe,  they  do,  Sir,  on  account  of  the 
anchorage  being  so  bad,  as  you  may  see.  I'm  mortal 
afeared  that  rascal's  story  was  true,  and  that  the  Dons 
have  got  wind  of  our  coming." 

"  Bun  up  a  white  flag,  at  all  events.  If  they  do 
expect  us,  they  must  have  known  some  time  since,  or 
how  could  they  have  got  their  craft  hither  ?  " 

"  True,  Sir.  They  must  have  come  from  Santa 
Martha,  at  the  least ;  perhaps  from  Carthagena.  And 
that  would  take  a  month  at  least  going  and  coming." 

Amyas  suddenly  recollected  Eustace's  threat  in  the 
wayside  inn.  Could  he  have  betrayed  their  purpose  ? 
Impossible ! 

"  Let  us  hold  a  council  of  war,  at  all  events,  Frank." 

Frank  was  absorbed  in  a  very  different  matter.  A 
half-mile  to  the  eastward  of  the  town,  two  or  three  hun- 
dred feet  up  the  steep  mountain  side,  stood  a  large,  low, 
white  house,  embosomed  in  trees  and  gardens.  There 
was  no  other  house  of  similar  size  near ;  no  place  for 
one.  And  was  not  that  the  royal  flag  of  Spain  which 
flaunted  before  it  ?  That  must  be  the  governor's  house ; 
that  must  be  the  abode  of  the  Kose  of  Torridge  !  And 
Frank  stood  devouring  it  with  wild  eyes,  till  he  had 
persuaded  himself  that  he  could  see  a  woman's  figure 
walking  upon  the  terrace  in  front,  and  that  the  figure 
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was  none  other  than  her's  whom  he  sought.  Amyas 
could  hardly  tear  him  away  to  a  council  of  war,  which 
was  a  sad,  and  only  not  a  peevish  one. 

The  three  adventurers,  with  Brimblecombe,  Yeo,  and 
Drew,  went  apart  upon  the  poop  ;  and  each  looked  the 
other  in  the  face  awhile.  For  what  was  to  he  done? 
The  plans  and  hopes  of  months  were  brought  to  nought 
in  an  hour. 

"  It  is  impossible,  you  see,"  said  Amyas  at  last,  "  to 
surprise  the  town  by  land,  while  these  ships  are  here  ; 
for  if  we  land  our  men,  we  leave  our  ship  without 
defence." 

"  As  impossible  as  to  challenge  Don  Guzman  while 
he  is  not  here,"  said  Cary. 

"  I  wonder  why  the  ships  have  not  opened  on  us 
already,"  said  Drew. 

"  Perhaps  they  respect  our  flag  of  truce,"  said  Cary. 
"  Why  not  send  in  a  boat  to  treat  with  them,  and  to 
inquire  for — " 

"  For  her?"  interrupted  Frank.  "  If  we  show  that 
we  are  aware  of  her  existence,  her  name  is  blasted  in 
the  eyes  of  those  jealous  Spaniards." 

"  And  as  for  respecting  our  flag  of  truce,  gentlemen," 
said  Yeo,  "  if  you  will  take  an  old  man's  advice,  trust 
them  not.  They  will  keep  the  same  faith  with  us  as  they 
kept  with  Captain  Hawkins  at  San  Juan  d'Ulloa,  in  that 
accursed  business  which  was  the  beginning  of  all  the  Avars ; 
when  we  might  have  taken  the  whole  Plate-fleet,  with  two 
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hundred  thousand  pounds'  worth  of  gold  on  board,  and 
did  not,  but  only  asked  licence  to  trade  like  honest  men. 
And  yet,  after  they  had  granted  us  licence,  and  deceived 
us  by  fair  speech  into  landing  ourselves  and  our  ord- 
nance, the  governor  and  all  the  fleet  set  upon  us,  five  to 
one,  and  gave  no  quarter  to  any  soul  whom  he  took. 
No,  Sir ;  I  expect  the  only  reason  why  they  don't  attack 
us  is,  because  their  crews  are  not  on  board." 

"  They  will  be,  soon  enough,  then,"  said  Amyas.  "  I 
can  see  soldiers  coming  down  the  landing-stairs." 

And,  in  fact,  boats  full  of  armed  men  began  to  push 
off  to  the  ships. 

"  We  may  thank  Heaven,"  said  Drew,  "  that  we  were 
not  here  two  hours  agone.  The  sun  will  be  down  before 
they  are  ready  for  sea,  and  the  fellows  will  have  no 
stomach  to  go  looking  for  us  by  night." 

"  So  much  the  worse  for  us.  If  they  will  but  do  that, 
we  may  give  them  the  slip,  and  back  again  to  the 
town,  and  there  try  our  luck ;  for  I  cannot  find  it  in  my 
heart  to  leave  the  place  without  having  one  dash  at  it." 

Yeo  shook  his  head.  "  There  are  plenty  more  towns 
along  the  coast  more  worth  trying  than  this,  Sir :  but 
Heaven's  will  be  done  ! " 

And  as  they  spoke,  the  sun  plunged  into  the  sea,  and 
all  was  dark. 

At  last  it  was  agreed  to  anchor,  and  wait  till  midnight. 
If  the  ships  of  war  came  out,  they  were  to  try  to  run  in 
past  them,  and,  desperate  as  the  attempt  might  be,  attempt 
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their  original  plan  of  landing  to  the  westward  of  t 
town,  taking  it  in  flank,  plundering  the  government 
storehouses,  which  they  saw  close  to  the  landing-place, 
and  then  fighting  their  way  back  to  their  boats,  and  out 
of  the  roadstead.  Two  hours  would  suffice  if  the  armada 
and  the  galleys  were  but  once  out  of  the  way. 

Amyas  went  forward,  called  the  men  together,  and 
told  them  the  plan.  It  was  not  very  cheerfully  received : 
but  what  else  was  there  to  be  done  ? 

They  ran  down  about  a  mile  and  a  half  to  the  w< 
ward,  and  anchored. 

The  night  wore  on,  and  there  was  no  sign  of  stir 
among  the  shipping;  for  though  they  could  not  see 
the  vessels  themselves,  yet  their  lights  (easily  distin- 
guished by  their  relative  height  from  those  in  the  town 
above)  remained  motionless ;  and  the  men  fretted  and 
fumed  for  weary  hours,  at  thus  seeing  a  rich  prize  (for 
of  course  the  town  WM  paved  with  gold)  within  arm's 
reach,  and  yet  impossible. 

Let  Amyas  and  his  men  have  patience.  Some  short 
five  years  more,  and  the  great  Armada  will  have  come 
and  gone ;  and  then  that  avenging  storm,  of  which  they, 
like  Oxenham,  Hawkins,  and  Drake,  are  but  the  avant- 
couriers,  will  burst  upon  every  Spanish  port  from  Co- 
runna  to  Cadiz,  from  the  Canaries  to  Havanna,  and  La 
Guavra  and  St.  Yago  de  Leon  will  not  escape  their  share. 
Captain  Amyas  Preston  and  Captain  Sommers.  the 
colonist  of  the  Bermudas,  or  Sommers'  Islands,  will  land. 
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with  a  force  tiny  enough,  though  larger  far  than  Leigh's, 
where  Leigh  dare  not  land ;  and  taking  the  fort  of  Guayra, 
will  find,  as  Leigh  found,  that  their  coming  has  been 
expected,  and  that  tiie  pass  of  the  Venta,  three  thousand 
feet  above,  has  been  fortified  with  huge  barricadoes, 
abattis,  and  cannon,  making  the  capital,  amid  its  ring 
of  mountain-walls,  impregnable — to  all  but  Englishmen 
or  Zouaves.  For  up  that  seven  thousand  feet  of  precipice, 
which  rises  stair  on  stair  behind  the  town,  those  fierce 
adventurers  will  climb  hand  over  hand,  through  rain  and 
fog,  while  men  lie  down,  and  beg  their  officers  to  kill 
them,  for  no  further  can  they  go.  Yet  further  they  will 
go,  hewing  a  path  with  their  swords  through  woods  of 
wild  plantain,  and  rhododendron  thickets,  over  (so  it 
seems,  however  incredible)  the  very  saddle  of  the  Silla,* 
down  upon  the  astonished  "Mantuanos"  of  St.  Jago, 
driving  all  before  them ;  and  having  burnt  the  city  in 
default  of  ransom,  will  return  triumphant  by  the  right 
road,  and  pass  along  the  coast,  the  masters  of  the  deep. 

I  know  not  whether  any  men  still  live  who  count 
their  descent  from  those  two  valiant  captains ;  but  if 
such  there  be,  let  them  be  sure  that  the  history  of  the 
English  navy  tells  no  more  Titanic  victory  over  nature 
and  man  than  that  now  forgotten  raid  of  Amyas  Preston 
and  his  comrade,  in  the  year  of  grace  1595. 

*  Humboldt  says  that  there  is  a  path  from  Caravellada  to  St.  Jago, 
between  the  peaks,  used  by  smugglers.  This  is  probably  the  4<un- 
knowen  way  of  the  Indians/'  which  Pre3ton  used. 
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But  though  a  venture  on  the  town  was  impossible, 
yet  there  was  another  venture  which  Frank  was  un- 
willing to  let  slip.  A  light  which  now  shone  brightly 
in  one  of  the  windows  of  the  governor's  house,  was  the 
lodestar  to  which  all  his  thoughts  were  turned ;  and  as 
he  sat  in  the  cabin  with  Amyas,  Cary,  and  Jack,  he 
opened  his  heart  to  them. 

"  And  are  we,  then,"  asked  he,  mournfully,  "to  go 
without  doing  the  very  thing  for  which  we  came?" 

All  were  silent  awhile.  At  last  John  Brimblecombe 
spoke. 

"  Show  me  the  way  to  do  it,  Mr.  Frank,  and  I  will 
go." 

"  My  dearest  man,"  said  Amyas,  "  what  would  you 
have?  Any  attempt  to  see  her,  even  if  she  be  here, 
would  be  all  but  certain  death." 

"  And  what  if  it  were?  What  if  it  were,  my  brother 
Amyas  ?  Listen  to  me.  I  have  long  ceased  to  shrink 
from  Death ;  but  till  I  came  into  these  magic  climes,  I 
never  knew  the  beauty  of  his  face." 

"  Of  death  ?"  said  Cary.  "  I  should  have  said,  of 
life.  God  forgive  me  !  but  man  mi^ht  wish  to  live  for 
ever,  if  he  had  such  a  world  as  this  wherein  to  live." 

"  And  do  you  forget,  Cary,  that  the  more  fair  this 
passing  world  of  time,  by  so  much  the  more  fair  is  that 
eternal  world,  whereof  all  here  is  but  a  shadow  and  a 
dream ;  by  so  much  the  more  fair  is  He  before  wh< 
throne  the  four  mystic  beasts,  the  substantial  ideas  of 
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Nature  and  her  powers,  stand  day  and  night,  crying, 
'  Holy,  holy,  holy,  Lord  God  of  hosts,  Thou  hast 
made  all  things,  and  for  thy  pleasure  they  are  and  were 
created  ! '  My  friends,  if  He  be  so  prodigal  of  His  own 
glory  as  to  have  decked  these  lonely  shores,  all  but 
unknown  since  the  foundation  of  the  world,  with  splen- 
dours beyond  all  our  dreams,  what  must  be  the  glory  of 
His  face  itself!  I  have  done  with  vain  shadows.  It  is 
better  to  depart  and  to  be  with  Him,  where  shall  be 
neither  desire  nor  anger,  self-deception  nor  pretence,  but 
the  eternal  fulness  of  reality  and  truth.  One  thing  I 
have  to  do  before  I  die,  for  God  has  laid  it  on  me.  Let 
that  be  done  to-night,  and  then,  farewell ! " 

"Frank!  Frank!  remember  our  mother ! " 

"  I  do  remember  her.  I  have  talked  over  these 
things  with  her  many  a  time ;  and  where  I  would  fain 
be,  she  would  fain  be  also.  She  sent  me  out  with  my 
virgin  honour,  as  the  Spartan  mother  did  her  boy  with 
the  shield,  saying,  '  Come  back  either  with  this,  or  upon 
this ;'  and  one  or  the  other  I  must  do,  if  I  would  meet 
her  either  in  this  life  or  in  the  next.  But  in  the  mean- 
while do  not  mistake  me ;  my  life  is  God's,  and  I  pro- 
mise not  to  cast  it  away  rashly." 

"  What  would  you  do,  then?" 

"  Go  up  to  that  house,  Amyas,  and  speak  witli  her, 
if  Heaven  gives  me  an  opportunity,  as  Heaven,  I  feel 
assured,  will  give." 

"  And  do  you  call  that  no  rashness?" 
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"  Is  any  duty  rashness?  Is  it  rash  to  stand  amid  the 
flying  bullets,  if  your  Queen  has  <rnt  you?  Is  it  more 
rash  to  go  to  seek  Christ's  lost  lamb,  if  God  and  your 
own  oath  have  sent  you?  John  Brimblecombe  an- 
swered that  question  for  us  long  ago." 

"  If  you  go,  I  go  with  you  !":     aid  all  three  at  once. 

"  No.  Amyas,  you  owe  a  duty  to  our  mother,  and 
to  your  ship.  Cary,  you  are  heir  to  great  estates;  and 
are  "bound  thereby  to  your  country  and  to  your  tenant-. 
John  Briml  decombe — ' ' 

"  Ay ! "  squeaked  Jack.  "  And  what  have  you  to  say, 
Mr.  Frank,  against  my  going  ? — I,  who  have  neither 
ship  nor  estates — except,  I  suppose,  that  I  am  not 
worthy  to  travel  in  such  good  company?" 

"  Think  of  your  old  parents,  John,  and  all  your 
sisters." 

"  I  thought  of  them  before  I  started,  Sir,  as  Mr.  Can- 
knows,  and  you  know  too.     I  came  here  to  keep  my 
vow,  and  I  am  not  going  to  turn  renegade  at  the  vc 
foot  of  the  cross." 

"  Some  one  must  go  with  you,  Frank,"  said  Amy; 
"if  it    were    only  to   bring  back    the    boats'  erew    in 
case — ""  and  he  faltered. 

"  In  case  I  fall,"  replied  Frank  with  a  smile.  "  I  will 
finish  your  sentence  for  you,  lad;  I  am  not  afraid  of  it. 
though  you  may  be  for  me.  Yet  some  one,  I  fear, 
must  go.  Unhappy  me!  that  I  cannot  risk  my  own 
worthless  life  withoul  risking  your  more  precious  lives!" 
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"  Not  so,  Mr.  Frank !  Your  oatli  is  our  oath,  and 
your  duty  ours  !"  said  John.  "  I  will  tell  you  wliat  we 
will  do,  gentlemen  all.  We  three  will  draw  euts  for 
the  honour  of  going  with  him." 

"Lots?"  said  Amyas.  "I  don't  like  leaving  such 
grave  matters  to  chance,  friend  John." 

"  Chance,  Sir?  When  you  have  used  all  your  own 
wit,  and  find  it  fail  you,  then  what  is  drawing  lots*  but 
taking  the  matter  out  of  your  own  weak  hands,  and 
laying  it  in  God's  strong  hands?" 

"  Eight,  John!"  said  Frank.  "  So  did  the  apostles 
choose  their  successor,  and  so  did  holy  men  of  old  de- 
cide controversies  too  subtle  for  them  ;  and  we  will  not 
be  ashamed  to  follow  their  example.  For  my  part,  I 
have  often  said  to  Sidney  and  to  Spenser,  when  we 
have  babbled  together  of  Utopian  governments  in  days 
which  are  now  dreams  to  me,  that  I  would  have  all 
officers  of  state  chosen  by  lot  out  of  the  wisest  and  most 
fit ;  so  making  sure  that  they  should  be  called  by  God, 
and  not  by  man  alone.  Gentlemen,  do  you  agree  to 
Sir  John's  advice?" 

They  agreed,  seeing  no  better  counsel,  and  John  put 
three  slips  of  paper  into  Frank's  hand,  with  the  simple 
old  apostolic  prayer — "  Show  which  of  us  three  Thou 
hast  chosen." 

The  lot  fell  upon  Amyas  Leigh. 

Frank  shuddered,  and  clasped  his  hands  over  his 
face. 
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"  Well,"  said  Cary,  "  I  have  ill-luck  to-night :  but 
Frank  goes  at  least  in  good  company." 

uAh,  that  it  had  been  I!"  said  Jack;  "though  I 
suppose  I  was  too  poor  a  body  to  have  such  an  honour 
fall  on  me.  And  yet  it  is  hard  for  flesh  and  blood; 
hard  indeed  to  have  come  all  this  way,  and  not  to  see 
her  after  all!" 

"•Jack,"  said  Frank,  "  you  are  kept  to  do  better  work 
than  this,  doubt  not.  But  if  the  lot  had  fallen  on  you — 
ay,  if  it  had  fallen  on  a  three  years'  child,  I  would  have 
gone  up  as  cheerfully  with  that  child  to  lead  me,  as  I 
do  now  with  this  my  brother.  Amyas,  can  we  have  a 
boat,  and  a  crew?     It  is  near  midnight  already." 

Amyas  went  on  deck,  and  asked  for  six  volunteers. 
Whosoever  would  come,  Amyas  would  double  out  of 
his  own  purse  any  prize-money  which  might  fall  to 
that  man's  share. 

One  of  the  old  Pelican's  crew,  Simon  Evans  of 
Clovelly,  stepped  out  at  once. 

"  Why  six  only,  Captain ?  Give  the  word,  and  any 
and  all  of  us  will  go  up  with  you,  sack  the  house,  and 
bring  off  the  treasure  and  the  lady,  before  two  hours 
are  out." 

"  No,  no,  my  brave  lads !  As  for  treasure,  if  there 
be  any,  it  is  sure  to  have  been  put  all  safe  into  the  forts. 
or  hidden  in  the  mountains ;  and  as  for  the  lady,  God 
forbid  that  we  should  force  her  a  step  without  her  own 
will." 
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The  honest  sailor  did  not  quite  understand  this  punc- 
tilio :  but — 

"  Well,  Captain,"  quoth  he,  "  as  you  like  ;  but  no 
man  shall  say  that  you  asked  for  a  volunteer,  were  it 
to  jump  down  a  shark's  throat,  but  what  you  had  me 
first  of  all  the  crew." 

After  this  sort  of  temper  had  been  exhibited,  three 
or  four  more  came  forward — Yeo  was  very  anxious  to 
go,  but  Amyas  forbade  him. 

"I'll  volunteer,  Sir,  without  reward,  for  this  or  any 
thing;  though"  (added  he  in  a  lower  tone)  "  I  would 
to  Heaven  that  the  thought  had  never  entered  your 
head." 

"  And  so  would  I  have  volunteered,"  said  Simon 
Evans,  "  if  it  were  the  ship's  quarrel,  or  the  Queen's ; 
but  being  it's  a  private  matter  of  the  Captain's,  and 
I've  a  wife  and  children  at  home,  why  I  take  no  shame 
to  myself  for  asking  money  for  my  life." 

So  the  crew  was  made  up ;  but  ere  they  pushed  off, 
Amyas  called  Cary  aside — 
•    "  If  I  perish,  Will—" 

"  Don't  talk  of  such  things,  dear  old  lad." 

"  I  must.  Then  you  are  captain.  Do  nothing  without 
Yeo  and  Drew.  But  if  they  approve,  go  right  north 
away  for  San  Domingo  and  Cuba,  and  try  the  ports  ; 
they  can  have  no  news  of  us  there,  and  there  is  booty 
without  end.  Tell  my  mother  that  I  died  like  a  gentle- 
man ;  and  mind — mind,  dear  lad,  to  keep  your  temper 
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with  the  men,  let  the  poor  fellows  grumble  as  they  may. 
Mind  but  that,  and  fear  God,  and  all  will  go  well." 

The  tears  were  glistening  in  (Jury's  eyes  as  he  pressed 
Amyas's  hand,  and  watched  the  two  brothers  down  over 
the  side  upon  their  desperate  errand. 

They  reached  the  pebble  beach.  There  seemed  no 
difficulty  about  finding  the  path  to  the  house — so  bright 
was  the  moon,  and  so  careful  a  survey  of  the  place 
had  Frank  taken.  Leaving  the  men  with  the  boat 
(Amyas  had  taken  care  that  they  should  be  well  armed), 
they  started  up  the  beach,  with  their  swords  only. 
Frank  assured  Amyas  that  they  would  find  a  path 
leading  from  the  beach  up  to  the  house,  and  he  was  not 
mistaken.  They  found  it  easily,  for  it  was  made  of 
white  shell  sand ;  and  following  it  struck  into  a  "  tunal," 
or  belt  of  tall  thorny  cactuses.  Through  this  the  path 
wound  in  zigzags  up  a  steep  rocky  slope,  and  ended  at 
a  wicket-gate.     They  tried  it,  and  found  it  open. 

"  She  may  expect  us,"  whispered  Frank. 

"  Impossible  !" 

"  Why  not?  She  must  have  seen  our  ship  ;  and  if, 
as  seems,  the  townsfolk  know  who  we  are,  how  much 
more  must  she?  Ye3,  doubt  it  not,  she  still  longs  to 
hear  news  of  her  own  land,  and  some  secret  sympathy 
will  draw  her  down  towards  the  sea  to-night.  See  !  the 
light  is  in  the  window  still !  " 

"  But  if  not,"  said  Amyas.  who  had  no  such  expecta- 
tion, "  what  is  your  plan  ?  " 
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"  I  have  none." 

"None?" 

"  I  have  imagined  twenty  different  ones  in  the  last 
hour ;  but  all  are  equally  uncertain,  impossible.  I  have 
ceased  to  struggle — I  go  where  I  am  called,  love's 
willing  victim.  If  Heaven  accept  the  sacrifice,  it  will 
provide  the  altar  and  the  knife." 

Amyas  was  at  his  wits'  end.  Judging  of  his  brother 
by  himself,  he  had  taken  for  granted  that  Frank  had 
some  well-concocted  scheme  for  gaining  admittance  to 
the  Rose ;  and  as  the  wiles  of  love  were  altogether  out 
of  his  province,  he  had  followed  in  full .  faith  such  a 
sans-appel  as  he  held  Frank  to  be.  But  now  he  almost 
doubted  of  his  brother's  sanity,  though  Frank's  manner 
was  perfectly  collected  and  his  voice  firm.  Amyas, 
honest  fellow,  had  no  understanding  of  that  intense 
devotion,  which  so  many  in  those  days  (not  content  with 
looking  on  it  as  a  lofty  virtue,  and  yet  one  to  be  duly 
kept  in  its  place  by  other  duties)  prided  themselves  on 
pampering  into  the  most  fantastic  and  self- will&d  excesses. 

Beautiful  folly  !  the  death-song  of  which  i  two  great 
geniuses  were  composing  at  that  very  moment,  each 
according  to  his  light.  For,  while  Spenser  was  em- 
balming in  immortal  verse  all  that  it  contained  of 
noble  and  Christian  elements,  Cervantes  sat,  perhaps, 
in  his  dungeon,  writing  with  his  left  hand  Don 
Quixote, — saddest  of  books,  in  spite  of  all  its  wit;  the 
story   of    a   pure   and   noble   soul,  who  mistakes  this 
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actual  life  for  that  ideal  one  which  he  fancies   (and  not 
so  wrongly  either)  eternal  in  the  heavens;   and  findin 
instead  of  a  battle-field  for  heroes  in  God's  cause,  nor- 
thing hut  frivolity,  heartlessness,  and  godlessness,  I 
comes  a  laughing-stock, — and  dies.     One  of  the  saddest 
books,  I  say  again,  which  man  can  read. 

Amyas  hardly  dare  trust  himself  to  speak,  for  fear  of 
saying  too  much  ;  but  he  could  not  help  saying — ■ 

"  You  are  going  to  certain  death,  Frank." 

"  Did  I  not  entreat,"  answered  he  very  quietly,  "  to 
go  alone  ?  " 

Amyas  had  half  a  mind  to  compel  him  to  return :  but 
he  feared  Frank's  obstinacy  ;  and  feared,  too,  the  shame 
of  returning  on  board  without  having  done  anything ; 
so  they  went  up  through  the  wicket-gate,  along  a  smooth 
turf  walk,  into  what  seemed  a  pleasure-garden,  formed 
by  the  hand  of  man,  or  rather  of  woman.  For  by  the 
light,  not  only  of  the  moon,  but  of  the  innumerable  fire- 
flies, which  flitted  to  and  fro  across  the  sward  like  fiery 
imps  sent  to  light  the  brothers  on  their  way,  they 
could  see  that  the  bushes  on  either  side,  and  the  tn 
above  their  heads,  were  decked  with  flowers  of  such 
strangeness  and  beauty,  that,  as  Frank  once  said  of 
Barbados,  "  even  the  gardens  of  Wilton  were  a  desert 
in  comparison."  All  around  were  orange  and  Lemon- 
trees  (probably  the  only  addition  which  man  had  made 
to  Nature's  prodigality),  the  fruit  of  which,  in  that 
strange  coloured  light  of  the  fire-flies,  flashed  in  their 
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eyes  like  balls  of  burnished  gold  and  emerald ;  while 
great  white  tassels,  swinging  from  every  tree  in  the 
breeze  which  swept  down  the  glade,  tossed  in  their  faces 
a  fragrant  snow  of  blossoms,  and  glittering  drops  of  per- 
fumed dew. 

"  What  a  paradise,"  said  Amyas  to  Frank,  "  with  the 
serpent  in  it,  as  of  old.     Look  !  " 

And  as  he  spoke,  there  dropped  slowly  down  from 
a  bough,  right  before  them,  what  seemed  a  living  chain 
of  gold,  ruby,  and  sapphire.  Both  stopped,  and  another 
glance  showed  the  small  head  and  bright  eyes  of  a  snake, 
hissing  and  glaring  full  in  their  faces. 

"  See  !  '  said  Frank.  "  And  he  comes,  as  of  old,  in 
the  likeness  of  an  angel  of  light.  Do  not  strike  it. 
There  are  worse  devils  to  be  fought  with  to-night  than 
that  poor  beast."  And  stepping  aside,  they  passed  the 
snake  safely,  and  arrived  in  front  of  the  house. 

It  was,  as  I  have  said,  a  long  low  house,  with 
balconies  along  the  upper  story,  and  the  under  part 
mostly  open  to  the  wind.  The  light  was  still  burning 
in  the  window. 

"  Whither  now  ?  "  said  Amyas,  in  a  tone  of  desperate 
resignation. 

"Thither !  Where  else  on  earth  ?  "  and  Frank  pointed 
to  the  light,  trembling  from  head  to  foot,  and  pushed  on. 

"  For  Heaven's  sake  !  Look  at  the  negroes  on  the 
barbecu  ! " 

It  was  indeed  time  to  stop  ;  for  on  the  barbecu,  or 
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terrace  of  white  plaster,  which  ran  all  round  the  front, 
lay  sleeping  full  twenty  black  figures. 

"  What  will  you  do  now?  You  must  step  over  them 
to  gain  an  entrance." 

"  Wait  here,  and  1  will  go  up  gently  towards  the 
window.  She  may  see  me.  She  will  see  me  as  I  step 
into  the  moonlight.  At  least  I  know  an  air  by  which 
she  will  recognise  me,  if  I  do  but  hum  a  stave." 

"  Why,  you  do  not  even  know  that  that  light  is  her- ! 
— Down,  for  your  life  !  " 

And  Amyas  dragged  him  down  into  the  bushes  on 
his  left  hand ;  for  one  of  the  negroes,  wakening  suddenly 
with  a  cry,  had  sat  up,  and  began  crossing  himself  four 
or   five   times,   in   fear   of    "  Puppy,"    and  mumbli 
various  charms,  aves,  or  what  not. 

The  light  above  was  extinguished  instantly. 

';  Did  you  see  her?  "  whispered  Frank. 

"  No." 

"  I  did — the  shadow  of  the  face,  and  the  neck!  Can 
I  be  mistaken?"  And  then,  covering  his  nice  with  his 
hands,  he  murmured  to  himself,  "  Misery  !  misery  !  So 
near,  and  yet  impossible ! ' 

"  Would  it  be  the  less  impossible,  were  you  face  to 
face?  Let  us  go  back.  We  cannot  go  up  without 
detection,  even  if  our  going  were  of  use.  Come  back, 
for  God's  sake,  ere  all  is  lost !  If  you  have  seen  her.  as 
you  say,  you  know  at  least  that  she  is  alive,  and  safe  in 
his  house — " 
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"  As  liis  mistress  ?  or  as  his  wife  ?  Do  I  know  that 
yet,  Amyas,  and  can  I  depart  until  I  know  ?  " 

There  was  a  few  minutes'  silence,  and  then  Amyas, 
making  one  last  attempt  to  awaken  Frank  to  the  absur- 
dity of  the  whole  thing,  and  to  laugh  him,  if  possible, 
out  of  it,  as  argument  had  no  effect — 

"  My  dear  fellow,  I  am  very  hungry  and  sleepy  ;  and 
this  bush  is  very  prickly;  and  my  boots  are  full  of  ants, — " 

"  So  are  mine. — Look ! '  and  Frank  caught  Amyas's 
arm,  and  clenched  it  tight. 

For  round  the  further  comer  of  the  house  a  dark 
cloaked  figure  stole  gently,  turning  a  look  now  and  then 
upon  the  sleeping  negroes,  and  came  on  right  toward 
them. 

"  Did  I  not  tell  you  she  would  come  ?  "  whispered 
Frank,  in  a  triumphant  tone. 

Amyas  was  quite  bewildered ;  and  to  his  mind  the 
apparition  seemed  magical,  and  Frank  prophetic ;  for 
as  the  figure  came  nearer,  incredulous  as  he  tried  to 
be,  there  was  no  denying  that  the  shape  and  the  walk 
were  exactly  those  of  her,  to  find  whom  they  had 
crossed  the  Atlantic.  True,  the  figure  was  somewhat 
taller :  but  then,  "  she  must  be  grown  since  I  saw  her," 
thought  Amyas  ;  and  his  heart  for  the  moment  beat  as 
fiercely  as  Frank's. 

But  what  was  that  behind  her  ?  Her  shadow  against 
the  white  wall  of  the  house  ?  Not  so.  Another  figure, 
cloaked  likewise,  but  taller  far,   was  following  on  her 
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steps.  It  was  a  man's.  They  could  see  that  he  wore 
a  broad  sombrero.  It  could  not  be  Don  Guzman,  for 
he  was  at  sea.  Who  then  ?  Here  was  a  mystery  ; 
perhaps  a  tragedy.  And  both  brothers  held  their 
breaths,  while  Amyas  felt  whether  his  sword  was  loose 
in  the  sheath. 

The  Rose  (if  indeed  it  was  she)  was  within  ten 
yards  of  them,  when  she  perceived  that  she  was 
followed.  She  gave  a  little  shriek.  The  cavalier  sprang 
forward,  lifted  his  hat  courteously,  and  joined  her, 
bowing  low.     The  moonlight  was  full  upon  his  face. 

'*  It  is  Eustace,  our  cousin !  How  came  he  here,  in 
the  name  of  all  the  fiends  ?  " 

"  Eustace !  Then  that  is  she  after  all !  "  said  Frank, 
forgetting  everything  else  in  her. 

And  now  flashed  across  Amyas  all  that  had  passed 
between  him  and  Eustace  in  the  moorland  inn,  and  Parra- 
combe's  story,  too,  of  the  suspicious  gipsy.  Eustace  had 
been  beforehand  with  them,  and  warned  Don  Guzman  ! 
All  was  explained  now :  but  how  had  lie  got  hither  ? 

"  The  devil,  his  master,  sent  him  hither  on  a  broom- 
stick, I  suppose :  or  what  matter  how  ?  Here  he  is  ;  and 
here  we  are,  worse  luck ! '  And,  setting  his  teeth. 
Amyas  awaited  the  end. 

The  two  came  on,  talking  earnestly,  and  walking  at  a 
slow  pace,  so  that  the  brothers  could  hear  every  word. 

"  What  shall  we  do  now?  "  said  Frank.  "  We  have 
no  right  to  be  eaves-droppers." 
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"  But  we  must  be,  right  or  none."  And  Amyas 
held  him  down  firmly  by  the  arm. 

"  But  whither  are  you  going,  then,  my  dear  Madam  ?" 
they  heard  Eustace  say  in  a  wheedling  tone.  "  Can 
you  wonder  if  such  strange  conduct  should  cause  at  least 
sorrow  to  your  admirable  and  faithful  husband?" 

"Husband!"  whispered  Frank  faintly  to  Amyas. 
"  Thank  God,  thank  God  !     I  am  content.     Let  us  go." 

But  to  go  was  impossible ;  for,  as  fate  would  have  it, 
the  two  had  stopped  just  opposite  them. 

"  The  inestimable  Sehor  Don  Guzman — "  began 
Eustace  again. 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  praising  him  to  me  in  this 
fulsome  way,  Sir  ?  Do  you  suppose  that  I  do  not  know 
his  virtues  better  than  you?" 

"  If  you  do,  Madam"  (this  was  spoken  in  a  harder 
tone),  "it  were  wise  for  you  to  try  them  less  severely, 
than  by  wandering  down  toward  the  beach  on  the  very 
night  that  you  know  his  most  deadly  enemies  are  lying- 
in  wait  to  slay  him,  plunder  his  house,  and  most  pro- 
bably to  carry  you  off  from  him." 

"  Carry  me  off  ?     I  will  die  first ! " 

"  Who  can  prove  that  to  him  ?  Appearances  are  at 
least  against  you." 

"  My  love  to  him,  and  his  trust  for  me,  Sir !" 

"  His  trust  ?  Have  you  forgotten,  Madam,  what 
passed  last  week,  and  why  he  sailed  yesterday?" 

The  only  answer  was  a  burst  of  tears.     Eustace  stood 
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watching  her  with  a  tcrril)le  eye ;  but  they  could  see  his 
face  writhing  in  the  moonlight. 

"Oh!"  sobbed  she  at  last.  "And  if  I  have  been 
imprudent,  was  it  not  natural  to  wish  to  look  once  more 
upon  an  English  ship  ?  Are  you  not  English,  as  well 
as  I  ?  Have  you  no  longing  recollections  of  the  dear 
old  land  at  home  V 

Eustace  was  silent ;  but  his  face  worked  more  fiercely 
than  ever. 

"  How  can  he  ever  know  it  2" 
"  Why  should  he  not  know  it  V 
"Ah!"    she  burst  out  passionately,   "why  not,  in- 
deed, while  you  are  here  ?     You,  Sir,  the  tempter,  you 
the  eaves-dropper,  you  the  sunderer  of  loving  hear: 
You,  serpent,  who  found  our  home  a  paradise,  and  see 
it  now  a  hell ! " 

"  Do  you  dare  to  accuse  me  thus,  Madam,  without  a 
shadow  of  evidence  ?  " 

"  Dare  ?  I  dare  anything,  for  I  know  all !  I  have 
watched  you,  Sir,  and  I  have  borne  with  you  too  long." 
"Me,  Madam,  whose  only  sin  towards  you,  as  you 
should  know  by  now,  is  to  have  loved  you  too  well  ? 
Rose !  Rose  !  have  you  not  blighted  my  life  for  me — 
broken  my  heart  V  And  how  have  I  repaid  you  ?  How 
but  by  sacrificing  myself  to  seek  you  over  land  and 
sea,  that  I  might  complete  your  conversion  to  the  bosom 
of  that  Church  where  a  Virgin  Mother  stands  stretchr. 
forth  soft  arms  to  embrace  her  wandering  daughter,  and 
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cries  to  you  all  clay  long,  '  Come  unto  me,  ye  that  are 
weary  and  heavy  laden,  and  I  will  give  you  rest !'  And 
this  is  my  reward  I" 

"  Depart  with  your  Virgin  Mother,  Sir,  and  tempt  me 
no  more !  You  have  asked  me  what  I  dare ;  and  I  dare  this, 
upon  my  own  ground,  and  in  my  own  garden,  I,  Donna 
Rosa  de  Soto,  to  bid  you  leave  this  place  now  and  for 
ever,  after  having  insulted  me  by  talking  of  your  love, 
and  tempted  me  to  give  up  that  faith  which  my  husband 
promised  me  he  would  respect  and  protect.     Go,  Sir  ! " 

The  brothers  listened  breathless  with  surprise  as 
much  as  with  rage.  Love  and  conscience,  and  perhaps, 
too,  the  pride  of  her  lofty  alliance,  had  converted  the 
once  gentle  and  dreamy  Rose  into  a  very  Roxana ;  but 
it  was  only  the  impulse  of  a  moment.  The  words  had 
hardly  passed  her  lips,  when,  terrified  at  what  she  had 
said,  she  burst  into  a  fresh  flood  of  tears  ;  while  Eustace 
answered  calmly, — 

"  I  go,  Madam  :  but  how  know  you  that  I  may  not 
have  orders,  and  that,  after  your  last  strange  speech,  my 
conscience  may  compel  me  to  obey  those  orders,  to  take 
you  with  me  V" 

"Me?  with  you?" 

"  My  heart  has  bled  for  you,  Madam,  for  many  a 
year.  It  longs  now  that  it  had  bled  itself  to  death,  and 
never  known  the  last  worst  agony  of  telling  you — " 

And  drawing  close  to  her,  he  whispered  in  her  ear — 
what,  the  brothers  heard  not — but  her  answer  was  a 

x2 
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shriek  which  rang  through  the  woods,  and  sent  the  night- 
birds  fluttering  up  from  every  bough  above  their  heads. 

"By  Heaven!"  said  Amyas,  "I  can  stand  this  no 
longer.     Cut  that  devil's  throat  I  must — " 

"  She  is  lost  if  his  dead  body  is  found  by  her." 

"  We  are  lost,  if  we  stay  here,  then,"  said  Amyas ; 
u  for  those  negroes  will  hurry  down  at  her  cry,  and  then 
found  we  must  be." 

"  Are  you  mad,  Madam,  to  betray  yourself  by  your 
own  cries  ?  The  negroes  will  be  here  in  a  moment.  I 
give  you  one  last  chance  for  life,  then  ;"  and  Eustace 
shouted  in  Spanish  at  the  top  of  his  voice,  "  Help,  help, 
servants  !  Your  mistress  is  being  carried  off  by  bandits  \M 

"  What  do  you  mean,  Sir  ?" 

"  Let  your  woman's  wit  supply  the  rest :  and  forget 
not  him  who  thus  saves  you  from  disgrace." 

Whether  the  brothers  heard  the  last  words  or  not,  I 
know  not ;  but  taking  for  granted  that  Eustace  had  dis- 
covered them,  they  sprang  to  their  feet  at  once,  deter- 
mined to  make  one  last  appeal,  and  then  to  sell  their 
lives  as  dearly  as  they  could. 

Eustace  started  back  at  the  unexpected  apparition  ; 
but  a  second  glance  showed  him  Amyas's  mighty  bulk; 
and  he  spoke  calmly, — 

"  You  see,  Madam,  I  did  not  call  without  need. 
Welcome,  good  cousins.  My  charity,  as  you  perceive,  has 
found  means  to  outstrip  your  craft ;  while  the  fair  lady, 
as  was  but  natural,  has  been  true  to  her  assignation  l" 
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"Liar!"  cried  Frank.  "She  never  knew  of  our 
being — " 

"  Credat  Judceus  ! "  answered  Eustace  :  but,  as  lie 
spoke,  Amyas  burst  through  the  bushes  at  him.  There 
was  no  time  to  be  lost ;  and  ere  the  giant  could  disen- 
tangle himself  from  the  boughs  and  shrubs,  Eustace  had 
slipped  off  his  long  cloak,  thrown  it  over  Amyas's  head, 
and  ran  up  the  alley  shouting  for  help. 

Mad  with  rage,  Amyas  gave  chase :  but  in  two 
minutes  more,  Eustace  was  safe  among  the  ranks  of  the 
negroes,  who  came  shouting  and  jabbering  down  the 
path. 

He  rushed  back.  Frank  was  just  ending  some  wild 
appeal  to  Rose — 

"  Your  conscience  !  your  religion  ! — " 

"  No,  never  !  I  can  face  the  chance  of  death,  but  not 
the  loss  of  him.     Go  !  for  God's  sake  leave  me  I" 

"  You  are  lost,  then, — and  I  have  ruined  you  V* 

"  Come  off,  now  or  never,"  cried  Amyas,  clutching 
him  by  the  arm,  and  dragging  him  away  like  a 
child. 

"  You  forgive  me?"  cried  he. 

"  Forgive  you?"  and  she  burst  into  tears  again. 

Frank  burst  into  tears  also. 

"  Let  me  go  back,  and  die  with  her — Amyas  ! — ■ 
my  oath  ! — my  honour  ! "  and  he  struggled  to  turn 
back. 

Amyas  looked  back  too,  and  saw  her  standing  calmly, 
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with  her  hands  folded  across  her  breast,  awaiting 
Eustace  and  the  servants  ;  and  he  half  turned  to  go 
back  also.  Both  saw  how  fearfully  appearances  had 
put  her  into  Eustace's  power.  Had  he  not  a  right  to 
suspect  that  they  were  there  by  her  appointment :  that 
she  was  going  to  escape  with  them  ?  And  would  not 
Eustace  use  his  power?  The  thought  of  the  Inquisi- 
tion crossed  their  minds.  "  "Was  that  the  threat  which 
Eustace  had  whispered  ?'1  asked  he  of  Frank. 

"  It  was,"  groaned  Frank  in  answer. 

For  the  first  and  last  time  in  his  life,  Amyas  Leigh 
stood  irresolute. 

"  Back,  and  stab  her  to  the  heart  first ! '    said  Frank, 
struggling  to  escape  from  him. 

Oh,  if  Amyas  were  but  alone,  and  Frank  safe  home 
in  England  !  To  charge  the  whole  mob,  kill  her,  kill 
Eustace,  and  then  cut  his  way  back  again  to  the  ship,  or 
die, — what  matter  ?  as  he  must  die  some  day, — sword  in 
hand  !  But  Frank  ! — and  then  flashed  before  his  ey 
.  his  mother's  hopeless  face ;  then  rang  in  his  ears  his 
mother's  last  bequest  to  him  of  that  frail  treasure.  I. 
Rose,  let  honour,  let  the  whole  world  perish,  he  must 
save  Frank.  See !  the  negroes  were  up  with  her  now 
— past  her — away  for  life  !  and  once  more  he  dragged 
his  brother  down  the  hill,  and  through  the  wicket,  only 
just  in  time  :  for  the  whole  gang  of  negroes  were  within 
ten  yards  of  them  in  full  pursuit 

"  Frank,"  said  lie,  sharply,  "  if  you  ever  hope  to  see 
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your   mother  again,  rouse  yourself,  man,  and  fight ! ' 
And,   without   waiting  for  an  answer,  he  turned,  and 
charged  up-hill  upon  his  pursuers,  who  saw  the  long 
bright  blade,  and  fled  instantly. 

Again  he  hurried  Frank  down  the  hill ;  the  path 
wound  in  zigzags,  and  he  feared  that  the  negroes 
would  come  straight  over  the  cliff,  and  so  cut  off  his 
retreat :  but  the  prickly  cactuses  were  too  much  for 
them,  and  they  were  forced  to  follow  by  the  path, 
while  the  brothers  (Frank  having  somewhat  regained 
his  senses)  turned  every  now  and  then  to  menace 
them :  but  once  on  the  rocky  path,  stones  began  to 
fly  fast ;  small  ones  fortunately,  and  wide  and  wild 
for  want  of  light — but  when  they  reached  the  pebble- 
beach  ?  Both  were  too  proud  to  run ;  but,  if  ever 
Amyas  prayed  in  his  life,  he  prayed  for  the  last 
twenty  yards  before  he  reached  the  water-mark. 

"  Now,  Frank  !  down  to  the  boat  as  hard  as  you  can 
run,  while  I  keep  the  curs  back." 

"Amyas!  what  do  you  take  me  for?  My  mad- 
ness brought  you  hither  :  your  devotion  shall  not  bring 
me  back  without  you." 

"  Together,  then!" 

And  putting  Frank's  arm  through  his,  they  hurried 
down,  shouting  to  their  men. 

The  boat  was  not  fifty  yards  off :  but  fast  travelling 
over  the  pebbles  was  impossible,  and  long  ere  half  the 
distance   was  crossed,  the  negroes  were  on  the  beach, 
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and  the  storm  burst.     A  volley  of  great  quartz  pebbles 
whistled  round  their  heads. 

"  Come  on,  Frank !  for  life's  sake !  Men,  to  the 
rescue  !     Ah  !  what  was  that  ?" 

The  dull  crash  of  a  pebble  against  Frank's  fair 
head  !  Drooping  like  Hyacinthus  beneath  the  blow  of 
the  quoit,  he  sank  on  Amyas's  arm.  The  giant  threw 
him  over  his  shoulder,  and  plunged  blindly  on, — him- 
self struck  again  and  again. 

"  Fire,  men  !     Give  it  the  black  villains  ! " 

The  arquebuses  crackled  from  the  boat  in  front. 
What  were  those  dull  thuds  which  answered  from 
behind  ?  Echoes  ?  No.  Over  his  head  the  ealiver- 
balls  went  screeching.  The  governor's  guard  have 
turned  out,  followed  them  to  the  beach,  fixed  their 
calivers,  and  are  firing  over  the  negroes'  heads,  as 
the  savages  rush  down  upon  the  hapless  brothers. 

If,  as  all  say,  there  are  moments  which  are  hours, 
how  many  hours  was  Amyas  Leigh  in  reaching  that 
boat's  bow  V  Alas  !  the  negroes  arc  there  as  soon  as 
he,  and  the  guard,  having  left  their  calivers,  are  cl< 
behind  them,  sword  in  hand.  Amyas  is  up  to  his 
knees  in  water — battered  with  stones — blinded  with 
blood.  The  boat  is  swaying  off  and  on  against  the 
steep  pebble-bank  :  he  clutches  at  it — misses — falls 
headlong — rises  half-choked  with  water :  but  Frank 
is  still  in  his  arms.  Another  heavy  blow — a  confused 
roar    of   shouts,    shots,    curses  —  a    confused   mass   of 
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negroes  and  English,  foam  and  pebbles — and  he  recol- 
lects no  more. 

****** 

He  is  lying  in  the  stern- sheets  of  the  boat ;  stiff, 
weak,  half  blind  with  blood.  He  looks  up ;  the  moon 
is  still  bright  overhead:  but  they  are  away  from  the 
shore  now,  for  the  wave-crests  are  dancing  white  be- 
fore the  land-breeze,  high  above  the  boat's  side.  The 
boat  seems  strangely  empty.  Two  men  are  pulling 
instead  of  six !  And  what  is  this  lying  heavy  across 
his  chest.  He  pushes,  and  is  answered  by  a  groan. 
He  puts  his  hand  down  to  rise,  and  is  answered  by  an- 
other groan. 

"What's  this?" 

"  All  that  are  left  of  us,"  says  Simon  Evans  ot 
Clovelly. 

"  All?"  The  bottom  of  the  boat  seemed  paved  with 
human  bodies.  "  Oh  God !  oh  God  \"  moans  Amyas, 
trying  to  rise.  "  And  where — where  is  Frank?  Frank  I" 

"  Mr.  Frank  I"  cries  Evans.     There  is  no  answer. 

"  Dead?"  shrieks  Amyas.  "  Look  for  him,  for  God's 
sake,  look!"  and  struggling  from  under  his  living  load, 
he  peers  into  each  pale  and  bleeding  face. 

"Where  is  he?  Why  don't  you  speak;  forward 
there?" 

"  Because  we  have  nought  to  say,  Sir,"  answers 
Evans,  almost  surlily. 

Frank  was  not  there. 
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u  Put  the  boat  about !  To  the  shore !"  roars  Amy; 

"  Look  over  the  gunwale,  and  judge  for  yourself,  Sir!"* 

The  waves  are  leaping  fierce  and  high  before  a 
furious  land-breeze.     Return  is  impossible. 

"  Cowards  !  villains !  traitors  !  hounds  !  to  have 
left  him  behind." 

"  Listen  you  to  me,  Captain  Amy  as  Leigh,"  says 
Simon  Evans,  resting  on  his  oar ;  "  and  hang  me  for 
mutiny,  if  you  will,  when  we're  aboard,  if  we  ever  get 
there.  Isn't  it  enough  to  bring  us  out  to  death  (as 
you  knew  yourself,  Sir,  for  you're  prudent  enough) 
to  please  that  poor  young  gentleman's  fancy  about  a 
wench ;  but  you  must  call  coward  an  honest  man  that 
have  saved  your  life  this  night,  and  not  a  one  of  us 
but  has  his  wound  to  show  ?" 

Amy  as  was  silent ;  the  rebuke  was  just. 

"  I  tell  you,  Sir,  if  we've  hove  a  stone  out  of  this 
boat  since  we  got  off,  we've  hove  two  hundredweight, 
and,  if  the  Lord  had  not  fought  for  us,  she'd  have  been 
beat  to  noggin-staves  there  on  the  beach." 

"  How  did  I  come  here,  then?" 

"  Tom  Hart  dragged  you  in  out  of  five  feet  water, 
and  then  thrust  the  boat  off,  and  had  his  brains  boat 
out  for  reward.  All  were  knocked  down  but  us  til 
So  help  me  God,  we  thought  that  you  had  hove  Mr. 
Frank  on  board  just  as  you  were  knocked  down,  and 
saw  William  Frost  drag  him  in." 

But  William  Frost  was  lying  senseless  in  the  bottom 
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of  the  boat.  There  was  no  explanation.  After  all, 
none  was  needed. 

"  And  I  have  three  wounds  from  stones,  and  this 
man  behind  me  as  many  more,  beside  a  shot  through 
his  shoulder.     Now,  Sir,  be  we  cowards  ?" 

"  You  have  done  your  duty,"  said  Amyas,  and  sank 
down  in  the  boat,  and  cried  as  if  his  heart  would  break ; 
and  then  sprang  up,  and,  wounded  as  he  was,  took  the 
oar  from  Evans's  hands.  With  weary  work  they  made 
the  ship,  but  so  exhausted  that  another  boat  had  to  be 
lowered  to  get  them  alongside. 

The  alarm  being  now  given,  it  was  hardly  safe  to 
remain  where  they  were ;  and  after  a  stormy  and  sad 
argument,  it  was  agreed  to  weigh  anchor,  and  stand 
off  and  on  till  morning ;  for  Amyas  refused  to  leave  the 
spot  till  he  was  compelled,  though  he  had  no  hope 
(how  could  he  have  ?)  that  Frank  might  still  be  alive. 
And  perhaps  it  was  well  for  them,  as  will  appear  in  the 
next  chapter,  that  morning  did  not  find  them  at  anchor 
close  to  the  town. 

However  that  may  be,  so  ended  that  fatal  venture  of 
mistaken  chivalry. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

SPANISH   BLOODHOUNDS   AND    ENGLISH   MASTIFFS. 

Full  seven  long  hours  in  all  men's  sight 

This  fight  endured  sore, 
Until  our  men  so  feeble  grew, 

That  they  could  fight  no  more. 
And  then  upon  dead  horses 

Full  savourly  they  fed, 
And  drank  the  puddle  water, 

They  could  no  better  get. 

"  When  they  had  fed  so  freely 
They  kneeled  on  the  ground, 
And  gave  God  thanks  devoutly  for 

The  favour  they  had  found; 
Then  beating  up  their  colours, 

The  fight  they  did  renew ; 
And  turning  to  the  Spaniards, 
A  thousand  more  they  slew." 

The  brave  Lord  Willougliby.     1586. 

When  the  sun  leaped  up  the  next  morning,  and  the 
tropic  light  flashed  suddenly  into  the  tropic  day,  Aniyas 
was  pacing  the  deck,  with  dishevelled  hair  and  torn 
clothes,  his  eyes  red  with  rage  and  weeping,  his  heart  full 
— how  can  I  describe  it  ?  Picture  it  to  yourselves,  picture 
it  to  yourselves,  you  who  have  ever  lost  a  brother ;  and 
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you  who  have  not,  thank  God  that  you  know  nothing  of 
his  agony.  Full  of  impossible  projects,  he  strode  and 
staggered  up  and  down,  as  the  ship  thrashed  close-hauled 
through  the  rolling  seas.  He  would  go  back  and  burn 
the  villa.  He  would  take  Guayra,  and  have  the  life  of 
every  man  in  it  in  return  for  his  brother's.  "  We  can  do 
it,  lads !"  he  shouted.  "  If  Drake  took  Nombre  de  Dios, 
we  can  take  La  Guayra."  And  every  voice  shouted, 
"  Yes." 

"  We  will  have  it,  Amy  as,  and  have  Frank  too,  yet," 
cried  Cary;  but  Amyas  shook  his  head.  He  knew, 
and  knew  not  why  he  knew,  that  all  the  ports  in  New 
Spain  would  never  restore  to  him  that  one  beloved 
face. 

"  Yes,  he  shall  be  well  avenged.  And  look  there ! 
There  is  the  first  crop  of  our  vengeance."  And  he 
pointed  toward  the  shore,  where,  between  them  and 
the  now  distant  peaks  of  the  Silla,  three  sails  appeared, 
not  five  miles  to  windward. 

"  There  are  the  Spanish  bloodhounds  on  our  heels, 
the  same  ships  which  we  saw  yesterday  off  Guayra. 
Back,  lads,  and  welcome  them,  if  they  were  a  dozen." 

There  was  a  murmur  of  applause  from  all  around,  and 
if  any  young  heart  sank  for  a  moment  at  the  prospect  of 
fighting  three  ships  at  once,  it  was  awed  into  silence  by 
the  cheer  which  rose  from  all  the  older  men,  and  by 
Salvation  Yeo's  stentorian  voice. 

"  If  there  were  a  dozen,  the  Lord  is  with  us,  who  has 
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said,  '  One  of  you  shall  chase  a  thousand/     Clear  away, 
lads,  and  see  the  glory  of  the  Lord  this  day." 

"Amen!"  cried  Cary;  and  the  ship  was  kept  still 
closer  to  the  wind. 

Amyas  had  revived  at  the  sight  of  battle.  He  no 
longer  felt  his  wounds,  or  his  great  sorrow;  even 
Frank's  last  angel's  look  grew  dimmer  every  moment 
as  he  bustled  about  the  deck ;  and  ere  a  quarter  of  an 
hour  had  passed,  his  voice  cried  firmly  and  cheerfully  as 
of  old- — 

"Now,  my  masters,  let  us  serve  God,  and  then  to 
breakfast,  and  after  that  clear  for  action." 

Jack  Brimblecombe  read  the  daily  prayers,  and  the 
prayers  before  a  fight  at  sea,  and  his  honest  voice 
trembled,  as,  in  the  Prayer  for  all  Conditions  of  Men, 
(in  spite  of  Amyas's  despair,)  he  added,  "  and  especial ly 
for  our  dear  brother,  Mr.  Francis  Leigh,  perhaps  capti 
among  the  idolaters ;"  and  so  they  rose. 

"  jSow,  then,"  said  Amyas,  "  to  breakfast.  A  French- 
man fights  best  fasting,  a  Dutchman  drunk,  and  an 
Englishman  lull,  and  a  Spaniard  when  the  devil  is  in 
him,  and  that's  always." 

"And  good  beef  and  the  good  cause  are  a  match  for 
the  devil,"  said  Cary.  "  Come  down,  Captain ;  you 
must  eat  too." 

Amyas  shook  his  head,  took  the  tiller  from  the  Bteers- 
maii,  and  bade  him  go  below  and  till  himself.  Will 
Cary  went  down,  and  returned  in  live  minutes,  with  a 
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plate  of  bread  and  beef,  and  a  great  jack  of  ale,  coaxed 
them  down  Amyas's  throat,  as  a  nurse  does  with  a  child, 
and  then  scuttled  below  again  with  the  tears  hopping 
down  his  face. 

Amyas  stood  still  steering.  His  face  was  grown  seven 
years  older  in  the  last  night.  A  terrible  set  calm  was 
on  him.  Woe  to  the  man  who  came  across  him  that 
day ! 

"  There  are  three  of  them,  you  see,  my  masters,"  said 
he,  as  the  crew  came  on  deck  again.  "  A  big  ship  for- 
ward, and  two  galleys  astern  of  her.  The  big  ship  may 
keep ;  she  is  a  race  ship,  and  if  we  can  but  recover  the 
wind  of  her,  we  will  see  whether  our  height  is  not  a 
match  for  her  length.  We  must  give  her  the  slip,  and 
take  the  galleys  first." 

"I  thank  the  Lord,"  said  Yeo,  "who  has  given  so 
wise  a  heart  to  so  young  a  general ;  a  very  David  and 
Daniel,  saving  his  presence,  lads ;  and  if  any  dare  not 
follow  him,  let  him  be  as  the  men  of  Meroz  and  of 
Succoth.  Amen !  Silas  Staveley,  smite  me  that  boy 
over  the  head,  the  young  monkey ;  why  is  he  not  down 
at  the  powder-room  door?" 

And  Yeo  went  about  his  gunnery,  as  one  who  knew 
how  to  do  it,  and  had  the  most  terrible  mind  to  do  it 
thoroughly,  and  the  most  terrible  faith  that  it  was 
God's  work. 

So  all  fell  to;  and  though  there  was  comparatively 
little  to  be  done,  the  ship  having  been  kept  as  far  i 
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could  be  in  fighting  order  all  night,  yet  there  w 
"  clearing  of  decks,  lacing  of  nettings,  making  of  bul- 
warks, fitting  of  waist-cloths,  arming  of  tops,  tallowing  of 
pikes,  slinging  of  yards,  doubling  of  sheets  and  tacks," 
enough  to  satisfy  even  the  pedantical  soul  of  Richard 
Hawkins  himself.  Amyas  took  charge  of  the  poop, 
Cary  of  the  forecastle,  and  Yeo,  as  gunner,  of  the  main- 
deck,  while  Drew,  as  master,  settled  himself  in  the  waist ; 
and  all  was  ready,  and  more  than  ready,  before  the  great 
ship  was  within  two  miles  of  them. 

And  now,  while  the  mastiffs  of  England  and  the 
bloodhounds  of  Spain  are  nearing  and  nearing  over  the 
rolling  surges,  thirsting  for  each  other's  blood,  let  us 
spend  a  few  minutes  at  least  in  looking  at  them  both, 
and  considering  the  causes  which  in  those  days  enabled 
the  English  to  face  and  conquer  armaments  immensely 
superior  in  size  and  number  of  ships,  and  to  boast,  that 
in  the  whole  Spanish  war,  but  one  Queen's  ship,  the 
Revenge,  and  (if  I  recollect  right)  but  one  private  man- 
of-war,  Sir  Richard  Hawkins's  Dainty,  had  ever  struck 
their  colours  to  the  enemy. 

What  was  it  which  enabled  Sir  Richard  Grcnvile's 
Revenge,  in  his  last  fearful  fight  off  the  Azores,  to 
endure,  for  twelve  hours  before  she  struck,  the  attack  of 
eight  Spanish  armadas,  of  which  two  (three  times  her 
own  burden)  sank  at  her  side ;  and  after  all  her  masts 
were  gone,  and  she  had  been  boarded  three  times  with- 
out success,  to  defy  to  the  last  the  whole  fleet  of  fifty-four 
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sail,  which  lay  around  her,  waiting  for  her  to  sink,  "  like 
dogs  around  the  dying  forest  king?  " 

\Vhat  enabled  young  Richard  Hawkins's  Dainty, 
though  half  her  guns  ,were  useless  through  the  care- 
lessness or  treachery  of  the  gunner,  to  maintain  for  three 
days  a  running  fight  with  two  Spaniards  of  equal  size 
with  her,  double  the  weight  of  metal,  and  ten  times  the 
number  of  men  ? 

What  enabled  Sir  George  Cary's  illustrious  ship 
the  Content  to  fight  single-handed,  from  seven  in  the 
morning  till  eleven  at  night,  with  four  great  armadas 
and  two  galleys,  though  her  heaviest  gun  was  but  one 
nine-pounder,  and  for  many  hours  she  had  but  thirteen 
men  fit  for  service  ? 

What  enabled,  in  the  very  year  of  which  I  write, 
those  two  "  valiant  Turkey  Merchantmen  of  London, 
the  Merchant  Royal  and  the  Tobie,"  with  their  three 
small  consorts,  to  cripple,  off  Pantellaria  in  the  Medi- 
terranean, the  whole  fleet  of  Spanish  galleys  sent  to 
intercept  them,  and  return  triumphant  through  the 
Straits  of  Gibraltar  ? 

And  lastly,  what  in  the  fight  of  1588,  whereof  more 
hereafter,  enabled  the  English  fleet  to  capture,  destroy, 
and  scatter  that  Great  Armada,  with  the  loss  (but 
not  the  capture)  of  one  pinnace,  and  one  gentleman  of 
note? 

There  were  more  causes  than  one  :  the  first  seems  to 
have  laid  in  the  build  of  the  English  ships ;  the  second 
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in  tlieir  superior  gunnery  and  weight  of  metal ;  the  third 
(without  which  the  first  would  have  been  useless)  in  the 
hearts  of  the  English  men. 

The  English  ship  was  much  shorter  than  the  Spanish  ; 
and  this  (with  the  rig  of  those  days)  gave  them  an 
ease  in  manoeuvring,  which  utterly  confounded  tlieir 
Spanish  foes.  "  The  English  ships  in  the  fight  of 
1588,"  says  Camden,  "  charged  the  enemy  with  mar- 
vellous agility,  and  having  discharged  their  broad- 
sides, flew  forth  presently  into  the  deep,  and  levelled 
their  shot  directly  without  missing,  at  those  great  ships 
of  the  Spaniards,  which  were  altogether  hea-  nd 
unwieldy."  Moreover,  the  Spanish  fashion,  in  the 
West  Indies  at  least,  though  not  in  the  ships  of  the 
Great  Armada,  was,  for  the  sake  of  carrying  merchandize, 
to  build  their  men-of-war  flush-decked,  or  as  it  v . 
called  'race  '  (razeV),  which  left  those  on  deck  ex] 
and  open  ;  while  the  English  fashion  was  to  heighten  the 
ship  as  much  as  possible  at  stem  and  stern,  both  by  the 
sweep  of  her  lines,  and  also  by  stockades  ('  close-ngh 
and  cage-works')  on  the  poop  and  i  stle.  thus  giving 
to  the  men  a  shelter,  which  was  further  increased  by 
strong  bulk-heads  ('cobridgv-heads ')  across  the  main 
deck  below,  dividing  the  ship  thus  into  i  number  of 
separate  forts,  fitted  with  swivels,   (•  ba£  .  and 

murderers,')  and  loopholcd  for  musketry  and  arrows. 

But  the  great  source  of  superiority  was,  after  all.  in 
the  men  themselves.     The  English  sailor  was  then,  as 


ASD   ENGLISH    MASTIFFS.  323 

now,  a  quite  amphibious  and  all-cunning  animal,  capable 
of  turning  his  hand  to  everything,  from  needlework  and 
carpentry  to  gunnery  or  hand-to-hand  blows ;  and  he 
was  moreover  one  of  a  nation,  every  citizen  of  which  was 
not  merely  permitted  to  carry  arms,  but  compelled  by 
law  to  practise  from  childhood  the  use  of  the  bow,  and 
accustomed  to  consider  sword-play  and  quarter-staff  as 
a  necessary  part  and  parcel  of  education,  and  the  pas- 
time of  every  leisure  hour.  The  "  fiercest  nation  upon 
earth/'  as  they  were  then  called,  and  the  freest  also, 
each  man  of  them  fought  for  himself  with  the  self-help 
and  self-respect  of  a  Yankee  ranger,  and  once  bidden  to 
do  his  work,  was  trusted  to  carry  it  out  by  his  own 
wit  as  best  he  could.  In  one  word,  he  was  a  free  man. 
The  English  officers  too,  as  now,  lived  on  terms  of 
mpathy  with  their  men  unknown  to  the  {Spaniards, 
who  raised  between  the  commander  and  the  commanded 
absurd  barriers  of  rank  and  blood,  which  forbade  to  his 
pride  any  labour  but  that  of  fighting.  The  English 
officers,  on  the  other  hand,  brought  up  to  the  same 
athletic  sports,  the  same  martial  exercises,  as  their  men, 
were  not  ashamed  to  care  for  them,  to  win  their  friend- 
ship, even  on  emergency  to  consult  their  judgment ; 
and  used  their  rank,  not  to  differ  from  their  men,  but  to 
outvie  them  ;  not  merely  to  command  and  be  obeyed, 
but,  like  Homer's  heroes,  or  the  old  Norse  Vikings,  to 
lead  and  be  followed.  Drake  touched  the  true  main- 
spring of  English  success,  when  he  once  (in  his  voyage 
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round  the  world)  indignantly  rebuked  some  coxcoml) 
gentlemen-adventurers  with — "  I  should  like  to  see  the 
gentleman  that  will  'refuse  to  set  his  hand  to  a  rope.  I 
must  have  the  gentlemen  to  hale  and  draw  with  the 
mariners."  But  those  were  days  in  which  her  Majesty's 
service  was  as  little  overridden  by  absurd  rules  of  seni- 
ority, as  by  that  etiquette  which  is  at  once  the  counterfeit 
and  the  ruin  of  true  discipline.  Under  Elizabeth  and  her 
ministers,  a  brave  and  a  shrewd  man  was  certain  of  pro- 
motion, let  his  rank  or  his  age  be  what  they  might ;  the 
true  honour  of  knighthood  covered  once  and  for  all  any 
lowliness  of  birth ;  and  the  merchant  service,  (in  which 
all  the  best  sea-captains,  even  those  of  noble  blood, 
were  more  or  less  engaged,)  was  then  a  nursery,  not  only 
for  seamen,  but  for  warriors,  in  days  when  Spanish  and 
Portuguese  traders  (whenever  they  had  a  chance)  got 
rid  of  English  competition  by  salvos  of  cannon-shot. 

Hence,  as  I  have  said,  that  strong  fellow-feeling  be- 
tween officers  and  men  ;  and  hence  mutinies  (as  Sir 
Richard  Hawkins  tells  us)  were  all  but  unknown  in  the 
English  ships,  while  in  the  Spanish  they  broke  out  on 
every  slight  occasion.  For  the  Spaniard,  by  some 
suicidal  pedantry,  had  allowed  their  navy  to  be  crippled 
by  the  same  despotism,  etiquette,  and  official  routine,  by 
which  the  whole  nation  was  gradually  frozen  to  death 
in  the  course  of  the  next  century  or  two  ;  forgetting 
that,  fifty  years  before,  Cortez,  Pizarro,  and  the  early 
Conquistadores  of  America,  had  achieved  their  miracu- 
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lous  triumphs  on  the  exactly  opposite  method ;  by 
that  very  fellow-feeling  between  commander  and  com- 
manded by  which  the  English  were  now  conquering 
them  in  their  turn. 

Their  navy  was  organized  on  a  plan  complete  enough ; 
but  on  one,  which  was,  as  the  event  proved,  utterly  fatal 
to  their  prowess  and  unanimity,  and  which  made  even 
their  courage  and  honour  useless  against  the  assaults  of 
free  men.  "  They  do,  in  their  armadas  at  sea,  divide 
themselves  into  three  bodies ;  to  wit,  soldiers,  mariners, 
and  gunners.  The  soldiers  and  officers  watch  and  ward 
as  if  on  shore ;  and  this  is  the  only  duty  they  undergo, 
except  cleaning  their  arms,  wherein  they  are  not  over 
curious.  The  gunners  are  exempted  from  all  labour  and 
care,  except  about  the  artillery;  and  these  are  either 
Almaines,  Flemings,  or  strangers ;  for  the  Spaniards 
are  but  indifferently  practised  in  this  art.  The  mariners 
are  but  as  slaves  to  the  rest,  to  moil  and  to  toil  day  and 
night ;  and  those  but  few  and  bad,  and  not  suffered  to 
sleep  or  harbour  under  the  decks.  For  in  fair  or  foul 
weather,  in  storms,  sun,  or  rain,  they  must  pass  void  of 
covert  or  succour." 

This  is  the  account  of  one  who  was  long  prisoner  on 
board  their  ships;  let  it  explain  itself,  while  I  return 
to  my  tale.  For  the  great  ship  is  now  within  two 
musket-shots  of  the  Rose,  with  the  golden  flag  of 
Spain  floating  at  her  poop ;  and  her  trumpets  arc 
shouting  defiance  up  the  breeze,  from  a  dozen  brazen 
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throats,  which  two  or  three  answer  lustily  from  the 
Rose,  from  whose  poop  flies  the  flag  of  England,  and 
from  her  fore  the  arms  of  Leigh  and  Cary  side  by  side, 
and  over  them  the  ship  and  bridge  of  the  good  town  of 
Bideford.     And  then  Amyas  calls, — 

"  Now,  silence  trumpets,  waits,  play  up !  '  Fortune  my 
foe  ! '  and  God  and  the  Queen  be  with  us !  " 

Whereon  (laugh  not,  reader,  for  it  was  the  fashion  of 
those  musical,  as  well  as  valiant  days),  up  rose  that 
noble  old  favourite  of  good  Queen  Bess,  from  cornet  and 
sackbut,  fife  and  drum  ;  while  Parson  Jack,  who  had 
taken  his  stand  with  the  musicians  on  the  poop,  worked 
away  lustily  at  his  violin,  and  like  Yolker  of  the  Nibe- 
lungen  Lied. 

"  Well  played,  Jack ;  thy  elbow  flies  like  a  lamb's 
tail,"  said  Amyas,  forcing  a  jest 

"  It  shall  fly  to  a  better  fiddle-bow  presently,  Sir. 
an  I  have  the  luck — n 

"Steady,  helm!1'  said  Amyas.  "What  is  he  after 
now?" 

The  Spaniard,  who  had  been  coming  upon  them  right 
down  the  wind  under  a  press  of  sail,  took  in  his  light 
canvass. 

"  He  don't  know  what  to  make  of  our  waiting  for  him 
so  bold,"  said  the  helmsman. 

"  He  does  though,  and  means  to  figkt  us."  ied 
another.  "  See,  he  is  hauling  up  the  foot  of  his  main- 
sail:  but  he  wants  to  keep  the  wind  of  us." 
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"  Let  liim  try  then,"  quoth  Amyas.  "  Keep  her 
closer  still.  Let  no  one  fire  till  we  are  about.  Man  the 
starboard  guns ;  to  starboard,  and  wait,  all  small  arm 
men.  Pass  the  order  down  to  the  gunner,  and  bid  all 
fire  high,  and  take  the  rigging." 

Bang  went  one  of  the  Spaniard's  bow-guns,  and  the 
shot  went  wide.  Then  another  and  another,  while  the 
men  fidgeted  about,  looked  at  the  priming  of  their 
muskets,  and  loosened  their  arrows  in  the  sheaf. 

"  Lie  down,  men,  and  sing  a  psalm.  When  I  want 
you,  I'll  call  you.  Closer  still,  if  you  can,  helmsman, 
and  we  will  try  a  short  ship  against  a  long  one.  We 
can  sail  two  points  nearer  the  wind  than  he." 

As  Amyas  had  calculated,  the  Spaniard  would  gladly 
enough  have  stood  across  the  Rose's  bows,  but  knowing 
the  English  readiness,  dare  not  for  fear  of  being  raked ; 
so  her  only  plan,  if  she  did  not  intend  to  shoot  past 
her  foe  down  to  leeward,  was  to  put  her  head  close  to 
the  wind,  and  wait  for  her  on  the  same  tack. 

Amyas  laughed  to  himself.  "  Hold  on  yet  awhile. 
More  ways  of  killing  a  cat  than  choking  her  with  cream. 
Drew,  there,  are  your  men  ready?" 

"  Ay,  ay,  Sir!"  and  on  they  went,  closing  fast  with 
the  Spaniard,  till  within  a  pistol-shot. 

"  Ready  about !"  and  about  she  went  like  an  eel,  and 
ran  upon  the  opposite  tack  right  under  the  Spaniard's 
stern.  The  Spaniard,  astounded  at  the  quickness  of 
the  manoeuvre,  hesitated  a  moment,  and  then  tried  to 
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get  about  also,  as  his  only  chance ;  but  it  was  too  late, 
and  while  his  lumbering  length  was  still  hanging  in 
the  wind's  eye,  Amyas's  bowsprit  had  all  but  scraped 
his  quarter,  and  the  Hose  passed  slowly  across  his  stern 
at  ten  yards'  distance. 

"Now  then!"  roared  Amyas.  "Fire,  and  with  a 
will !  Have  at  her,  archers  :  have  at  her,  muskets  all !" 
and  in  an  instant  a  storm  of  bar  and  chain-shot,  round 
and  canister,  swept  the  proud  Don  from  stem  to  stern, 
while  through  the  white  cloud  of  smoke  the  musket- 
balls,  and  the  still  deadlier  cloth-yard  arrows,  whistled 
and  rushed  upon  their  venomous  errand.  Down  went 
the  steersmen,  and  every  soul  who  manned  the  poop. 
Down  went  the  mizen  top-mast,  in  went  the  stern- 
windows  and  quarter-galleries ;  and  as  the  smoke  cleared 
away,  the  gorgeous  painting  of  the  Madre  Dolorosa, 
with  her  heart  full  of  seven  swords,  which,  in  a  gilded 
frame,  bedizened  the  Spanish  stern,  was  shivered  in 
splinters ;  while,  most  glorious  of  all,  the  golden  flag  of 
Spain,  which  the  last  moment  flaunted  above  their 
heads,  hung  trailing  in  the  water.  The  ship,  her  tiller 
shot  away,  and  her  helmsmen  killed,  staggered  help- 
lessly a  moment,  and  then  fell  up  into  the  wind. 

"Well  done,  men  of  Devon!'     shouted  Amyas, 
cheers  rent  the  welkin. 

"  She    has   struck,"   cried    some,   as   the   deafening 
hurrahs  died  away. 

"  Not  a  bit,"  said  Amyas.     "  Hold  on,  helmsman, 
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and  leave  her  to  patch  her  tackle  while  we  settle  the 
galleys." 

On  they  shot  merrily,  and  long  ere  the  armada  could 
get  herself  to  rights  again,  were  two  good  miles  to 
windward,  with  the  galleys  sweeping  down  fast  upon 
them. 

And  two  venomous-looking  craft  they  were,  as  they 
shot  through  the  short  chopping  sea  upon  some  forty 
oars  a-piece,  stretching  their  long  sword-fish  snouts 
over  the  water,  as  if  snuffing  for  their  prey.  Behind 
this  long  snout,  a  strong  square  forecastle  was  crammed 
with  soldiers,  and  the  muzzles  of  cannon  grinned  out 
through  port-holes,  not  only  in  the  sides  of  the  fore- 
castle, but  forward  in  the  line  of  the  galley's  course,  thus 
enabling  her  to  keep  up  a  continual  fire  on  a  ship  right 
a-head. 

The  long  low  waist  was  packed  full  of  the  slaves, 
some  five  or  six  to  each  oar,  and  down  the  centre, 
between  the  two  banks,  the  English  could  see  the 
slave-drivers  walking  up  and  down  a  long  gangway, 
whip  in  hand.  A  raised  quarter-deck  at  the  stern  held 
more  soldiers,  the  sunlight  flashed  merrily  upon  their 
armour  and  their  gun-barrels;  as  they  neared,  the 
English  could  hear  plainly  the  cracks  of  the  whips,  and 
the  yells  as  of  wild  beasts  which  answered  them ;  the 
roll  and  rattle  of  the  oars,  and  the  loud  "  Ha!"  of  the 
slaves  which  accompanied  every  stroke,  and  the  oaths 
and  curses  of  the  drivers ;   while  a  sickening  musky 
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smell,  as  of  a  pack  of  kenneled  hounds,  came  down  the 
wind  from  off  those  dens  of  misery.  No  wonder  if  many 
a  young  heart  shuddered,  as  it  faced,  for  the  first  time, 
the  horrible  reality  of  those  floating  hells,  the  cruelties 
whereof  had  rung  so  often  in  English  ears,  from  the 
stories  of  their  own  countrymen,  who  had  passed  them, 
fought  them,  and  now  and  then  passed  years  of  misery 
on  board  of  them.  Who  knew  but  what  there  might 
be  English  among  those  sun-browned  half-naked  m; 
of  panting  wretches  ? 

"Must  wTe  fire  upon  the  slaves?"  asked  more  tha 
one,  as  the  thought  crossed  him. 

Amyas  sighed. 

"  Spare  them  all  you  can,  in  God's  name  :  but  if  they 
try  to  run  us  down,  rake  them  we  must,  and  God  for- 
give us." 

The  two  galleys  came  on  abreast  of  each  other,  some 
forty  yards  apart.  To  outmanoeuvre  their  oars  as  he 
had  done  the  ship's  sails,  Amyas  knew  was  impossible. 
To  run  from  them,  was  to  be  caught  between  them  and 
the  ship. 

He  made  up  his  mind,  as  usual,  to  the  desperate  game. 

"  Lay  her  head  up  in  the  wind,  helmsman,  and  we  will 
wait  for  them." 

They  were  now  within  musket-shot,  and  opened  i 
from  their  bow-guns  ;  but,  owing  to  the  chopping  - 
their  aim  was  wild.     Amyas,  as  usual,  withheld  his  fire. 
.    The  men  stood  at  quarters  with  compressed  lips,  not 
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knowing  what  was  to  come  next.  Amyas  towering 
motionless  on  tlie  quarter-deck,  gave  his  orders  calmly 
and  decisively.  The  men  saw  that  he  trusted  himself, 
and  trusted  him  accordingly. 

The  Spaniards,  seeing  him  wait  for  them,  gave  a 
shout  of  joy — was  the  Englishman  mad?  And  the  two 
galleys  converged  rapidly,  intending  to  strike  him  full, 
one  on  each  bow. 

They  were  within  forty  yards — another  minute,  and 
the  shock  would  come.  The  Englishman's  helm  went 
up,  his  yards  creaked  round,  and  gathering  way,  he 
plunged  upon  the  larboard  galley. 

"  A  dozen  gold  nobles  to  him  who  brings  down  the 
steersman!"  shouted  Cary,  who  had  his  cue. 

And  a  flight  of  arrows  from  the  forecastle  rattled  upon 
the  galley's  quarter-deck. 

Hit  or  not  hit,  the  steersman  lost  his  nerve,  and 
shrank  from  the  coming  shock.  The  galley's  helm 
went  up  to  port,  and  her  beak  slid  all  but  harmless 
along  Amyas's  bow ;  a  long  dull  grind,  and  then  loud 
crack  on  crack,  as  the  Rose  sawed  slowly  through  the 
bank  of  oars  from  stem  to  stern,  hurling  the  wretched 
slaves  in  heaps  upon  each  other ;  and  ere  her  mate  on 
the  other  side  could  swing  round,  to  strike  him  in  his 
new  position,  Amyas's  whole  broadside,  great  and  small, 
had  been  poured  into  her  at  pistol-shot,  answered  by  a 
yell  which  rent  their  ears  and  hearts. 

"  Spare   the   slave- !      Fire   at   the   soldiers,"   cried 
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Amyas ;  but  the  work  was  too  hot  for  much  discrimi- 
nation ;  for  the  larboard  galley,  crippled  but  not  un- 
daunted, swung  round  across  his  stem,  and  hooked 
herself  venomously  on  to  him. 

It  was  a  move  more  brave  than  wise ;  for  it  prevented 
the  other  galley  from  returning  to  the  attack  without 
exposing  herself  a  second  time  to  the  English  broadside  ; 
and  a  desperate  attempt  of  the  Spaniards  to  board  at 
once  through  the  stern-ports  and  up  the  quarter  was 
met  with  such  a  demurrer  of  shot  and  steel,  that  they 
found  themselves  in  three  minutes  again  upon  the  gal- 
ley's poop,  accompanied,  to  their  intense  disgust,  by 
Amyas  Leigh  and  twenty  English  swords. 

Five  minutes  hard  cutting,  hand  to  hand,  and  the 
poop  was  clear.  The  soldiers  in  the  forecastle  had  been 
able  to  give  them  no  assistance,  open  as  they  lay  to 
the  arrows  and  musketry  from  the  Rose's  lofty  stern. 
Amyas  rushed  along  the  central  gangway,  shouting 
in  Spanish,  "  Freedom  to  the  slaves !  death  to  the 
masters  !r  clambered  into  the  forecastle,  followed  close 
by  his  swarm  of  wasps,  and  set  them  so  good  an  ex- 
ample how  to  use  their  stings,  that  in  three  minutes 
more,  there  was  not  a  Spaniard  on  board  who  was  not 
dead  or  dying. 

"Let  the  slaves  free!"  shouted  lie.  "Throw  us 
a  hammer  down,  men.  Hark !  there's  an  English 
voice!" 

There  is  indeed.     From  amid  the  wreck  of  broken 
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oars  and  writhing  limbs,  a  voice  is  shrieking  in  broadest 
Devon  to  the  master,  who  is  looking  over  the  side. 

"  Oh,  Robert  Drew  !  Robert  Drew !  Come  down,  and 
take  me  out  of  hell !" 

"  Who  be  you,  in  the  name  of  the  Lord  ?" 

"  Don't  you  mind  William  Prust,  that  Captain 
Hawkins  left  behind  in  the  Honduras,  years  and  years 
agone  ?  There's  nine  of  us  aboard,  if  your  shot  hasn't 
put  'em  out  of  their  misery.  Come  down,  if  you've  a 
Christian  heart,  come  down  !" 

Utterly  forgetful  of  all  discipline,  Drew  leaps  down 
hammer  in  hand,  and  the  two  old  comrades  rush  into 
each  other's  arms. 

Why  make  a  long  story  of  what  took  but  five  minutes 
to  do  ?  The  nine  men  (luckily  none  of  them  wounded) 
are  freed,  and  helped  on  board,  to  be  hugged  and  kissed 
by  old  comrades  and  young  kinsmen,  while  the  remain- 
ing slaves,  furnished  with  a  couple  of  hammers,  are 
told  to  free  themselves  and  help  the  English.  The 
wretches  answer  by  a  shout;  and  Amyas,  once  more 
safe  on  board  again,  dashes  after  the  other  galley,  which 
has  been  hovering  out  of  reach  of  his  guns :  but  there 
is  no  need  to  trouble  himself  about  her ;  sickened  with 
what  she  has  got,  she  is  struggling  right  up  wind, 
leaning  over  to  one  side,  and  seemingly  ready  to  sink. 

"  Are  there  any  English  on  board  of  her?"  asks 
Amyas,  loth  to  lose  the  chance  of  freeing  a  countryman. 

"  Never  a  one,  Sir,  thank  God." 
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So  they  set  to  work  to  repair  damages ;  while  the 
liberated  slaves,  having  shifted  some  of  the  galley's  ooz 
pull  away  after  their  comrade ;  and  that  with  such  a 
will,  that  in  ten  minutes  they  have  caught  her  up,  and. 
careless  of  the  Spaniard's  fire,  boarded  her  en  masse, 
with  yells  as  of  a  thousand  wolves.  There  will  be  fear- 
ful vengeance  taken  on  those  tyrants,  unless  they  play 
the  man  this  day. 

And  in  the  meanwhile  half  the  crew  are  clothing,  feed- 
ing, questioning,  caressing  those  nine  poor  fellows  thus 
snatched  from  living  death  ;  and  Yeo,  hearing  the  news, 
has  rushed  up  on  deck  to  welcome  his  old  comrades,  and — 

"  Is  Michael  Heard,  my  cousin,  here  among  you  ?" 

Yes,  Michael  Heard  is  there,  white-headed  rather 
from  misery  than  age;  and  the  embracings  and  ques- 
tionings begin  afresh. 

"  Where  is  my  wife,  Salvation  Yeo  ?" 

"  With  the  Lord." 

"Amen!"  says  the  old  man,  with  a  short  shudder. 

"  I  thought  so  much  ;  and  my  two  boys  ?" 

"  With  the  Lord." 

The  old  man  catches  Yeo  by  the  arm. 

"  How  then  ?"     It  is  Yeo's  turn  to  shudder  now. 

"  Killed  in  Panama,  fighting  the  Spaniards ;  sailing 
with  Mr.  Oxenham  ;  and  'twas  I  led  'em  into  it.  May 
God  and  you  forgive  me  I" 

"  They  couldn't  die  better,  cousin  Yeo.  Where's  my 
girl  Grace?" 
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"  Died  in  childbed." 

"  Any  childer  ?" 

"No." 

The  old  man  covers  his  face  with  his  hands  for  a 
while. 

"Well,  I've  been  alone  with  the  Lord  this  fifteen 
years,  so  I  must  not  whine  at  being  alone  awhile  longer 
— 't  won't  be  long." 

"  Put  this  coat  on  your  back,  uncle/-'  says  some  one. 

"  No ;  no  coats  for  me.  Naked  came  I  into  the 
world,  and  naked  I  go  out  of  it  this  day,  if  I  have  a 
chance.  You'm  better  to  go  to  your  work,  lads,  or  the 
big  one  will  have  the  wind  of  you  yet." 

"  So  she  will,"  said  Amyas,  who  has  overheard;  but 
so  great  is  the  curiosity  on  all  hands,  that  he  has  some 
trouble  in  getting  the  men  to  quarters  again;  indeed, 
they  only  go  on  condition  of  parting  among  them- 
selves with  them  the  new-comers,  each  to  tell  his  sad 
and  strange  story.  How  after  Captain  Hawkins,  con- 
strained by  famine,  had  put  them  ashore,  they  wandered 
in  misery  till  the  Spaniards  took  them  ;  how  instead  of 
hanging  them  (as  they  at  first  intended),  the  Dons  fed 
and  clothed  them,  and  allotted  them  as  servants  to 
various  gentlemen  about  Mexico,  where  they  throve, 
turned  their  hands  (like  true  sailors)  to  all  manner  of 
trades,  and  made  much  money,  and  some  of  them  were 
married,  even  to  women  of  wealth ;  so  that  all  went  well, 
until  the  fatal  year  1574,  when,  "much  against  the  minds 
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of  many  of  the  Spaniards  themselves,  that  cruel  and 
bloody  Inquisition  was  established  for  the  first  time  in 
the  Indies ;"  and  how,  from  that  moment,  their  lives  were 
one  long  tragedy ;  how  they  were  all  imprisoned  for  a 
year  and  a  half,  not  for  proselytising,  but  simply  for  not 
believing  in  transubstantiation  ;  racked  again  and  again, 
and  at  last  adjudged  to  receive  publicly,  on  Good  Friday, 
1575,  some  three  hundred,  some  one  hundred  stripes, 
and  to  serve  in  the  galleys  for  six  or  ten  years  each ; 
while,  as  the  crowning  atrocity  of  the  Moloch  sacrifice, 
three  of  them  were  burnt  alive  in  the  market-place  of 
Mexico ;  a  story  no  less  hideous  than  true,  the  details 
whereof  whoso  list  may  read  in  Hakluyt's  third  volume, 
as  told  by  Philip  Miles,  one  of  that  hapless  crew ;  as  well 
as  the  adventures  of  Job  Hortop,  a  messmate  of  his,  who, 
after  being  sent  to  Spain,  and  seeing  two  more  of  his 
companions  burnt  alive  at  Seville,  was  sentenced  to  row 
in  the  galleys  ten  years,  and  after  that  to  go  to  the 
"  everlasting  prison  remediless;1'  from  which  doom,  after 
twenty-three  years  of  slavery,  he  was  delivered  by  the 
galleon  Dudley,  and  came  safely  home  to  KedrifT. 

The  fate  of  Hortop  and  his  comrades  was,  of  course, 
still  unknown  to  the  rescued  men ;  but  the  history  even 
of  their  party  was  not  likely  to  improve  the  good 
feeling  of  the  crew  toward  the  Spanish  ship  which  w 
two  miles  to  leeward  of  them,  and  which  must  be  fought 
with,  or  fled  from,  before  a  quarter  of  an  hour  was  past. 
So,  kneeling  down  upon  the  deck,  as  many  a  brave  crew 
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in  those  days  did  in  like  case,  they  "  gave  God  thanks 
devoutly  for  the  favour  they  had  found  ;"  and  then  with 
one  accord,  at  Jack's  leading,  sang  one  and  all  the 
ninety-fourth  Psalm  :  * 

"  Oh,  Lord,  thou  dost  revenge  all  wrong ; 
Vengeance  belongs  to  thee,"  &c. 

And  then  again  to  quarters ;  for  half  the  day's  work, 
or  more  than  half,  still  remained  to  be  done ;  and  hardly 
were  the  decks  cleared  afresh,  and  the  damage  repaired 
as  best  it  could  be,  when  she  came  ranging  up  to 
leeward,  as  closehauled  as  she  could. 

She  was,  as  I  said,  a  long  flush-decked  ship  of  full 
five  hundred  tons,  more  than  double  the  size,  in  fact,  of 
Rose,  though  not  so  lofty  in  proportion  ;  and  many  a 
bold  heart  beat  loud,  and  no  shame  to  them,  as  she 
began  firing  away  merrily,  determined,  as  all  well 
knew,  to  wipe  out  in  English  blood  the  disgrace  of  her 
late  foil. 

"  Never  mind,  my  merry  masters,"  said  Amyas,  "she 
has  quantity  and  we  quality." 

11  That's  true,"  said  one,  "  for  one  honest  man  is 
worth  two  rogues." 

"  And  one  culverin  three  of  their  footy  little  ord- 
nance," said  another.  "  So  when  you  will,  Captain,, 
and  have  at  her." 

*  The  crew  of  the  Tobie,  cast  away  on  the  Barbary  coast  a  few  years 
after,  "began  with  heavy  hearts  to  sing  the  12th  Psalm,  '  Help,  Lord, 
for  good  and  godly  men,'  &c.  Howbeit,  ere  we  had  finished  four  verse^ 
the  waves  of  the  sea  had  stopped  the  breaths  of  most." 

VOL.  II.  Z 
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u  Let  licr  come  abreast  of  us,  and  don't  burn  powder. 
We  have  the  wind,  and  can  do  what  we  like  with  h 
Serve  the  men  out  a  horn  of  ale  all  round,  steward,  and 
all  take  your  time." 

So  they  waited  for  five  minutes  more,  and  then  set  to 
work  quietly,  after  the  fashion  of  English  mastiffs, 
though,  like  those  mastiffs,  they  waxed  right  mad 
before  three  rounds  were  fired,  and  the  white  splinters 
(sight  beloved ! )  began  to  crackle  and  fly. 

Amyas,  having,  as  he  had  said,  the  wind,  and  being 
able  to  go  nearer  it  than  the  Spaniard,  kept  his  place  at 
easy  point-blank  range  for  his  two  eighteen-pounder 
culverins,  which  Yeo  and  his  mate  worked  with  terrible 
effect. 

"  We  are  lacking  her  through  and  through  every 
shot,"  said  he.  u  Leave  the  small  ordnance  alone  yet 
awhile,  and  we  shall  sink  her  without  them." 

"  Whing,  whing,"  went  the  Spaniard's  shot,  like  so 
many  humming-tops,  through  the  rigging  far  above 
their  heads ;  for  the  ill-constructed  ports  of  those  days 
prevented  the  guns  from  hulling  an  enemy  who  was  to 
windward,  unless  close  alongside. 

"Blow,  jolly  breeze,"  cried  one,  "  and  lay  the  Don  over 
all  thou  canst. — What  the  murrain  is  gone,  aloft  there?" 

Alas  !  a  crack,  a  flap,  a  rattle  ;  and,  blank  dismay ! 
An  unlucky  shot  had  cut  the  foremast  (already  wounded) 
in  two,  and  all  forward  was  a  mass  of  dangling  wreck. 

"  Forward,  and  cut  away  the  wreck  !  '    said  Amy; 
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unmoved.     "  Small-arm  men,   be  ready.     He  will   be 
aboard  of  us  in  five  minutes ! " 

It  was  too  true.  The  Rose,  unmanageable  from  the 
loss  of  her  head-sail,  lay  at  the  mercy  of  the  Spaniard  ; 
and  the  archers  and  musqueteers  had  hardly  time  to 
range  themselves  to  leeward,  when  the  Madre  Dolorosa' s 
chains  were  grinding  against  the  Rose's,  and  grapples 
tossed  on  board  from  stem  to  stem. 

"  Don't  cut  them  loose !  "  roared  Amyas.  "  Let  them 
stay  and  see  the  fun !  Now,  dogs  of  Devon,  show  your 
teeth,  and  hurrah  for  God  and  the  Queen !  " 

And  then  began  a  fight  most  fierce  and  fell ;  the 
Spaniards,  according  to  their  fashion,  attempting  to 
board,  the  English,  amid  fierce  shouts  of  '  God  and  the 
Queen  ! '  '  God  and  St.  George  for  England!',  sweeping 
them  back  by  showers  of  arrows  and  musquet  balls, 
thrusting  them  down  with  pikes,  hurling  grenades  and 
stink-pots  from  the  tops;  while  the  swivels  on  both 
sides  poured  their  grape,  and  bar,  and  chain,  and  the 
great  maindeck  guns,  thundering  muzzle  to  muzzle, 
made  both  ships  quiver  and  recoil,  as  they  smashed  the 
round  shot  through  and  through  each  other. 

So  they  roared  and  flashed,  fast  clenched  to  each 
other  in  that  devil's  wedlock,  under  a  cloud  of  smoke 
beneath  the  cloudless  tropic  sky ;  while  all  around,  the 
dolphins  gambolled,  and  the  flying-fish  shot  on  from 
swell  to  swell,  and  the  rainbow-hued  jellies  opened  and 
shut  their  cups  of  living  crystal  to  the  sun,  as  merrily  as 

z  2 
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if  man  had  never  fallen,  and  hell  had  never  broken  loose 
on  earth. 

So  it  raged  for  an  hour  or  more,  till  all  arms  were 
weary,  and  all  tongues  clove  to  the  mouth.  And  sick 
men,  rotting  with  scurvy,  scrambled  up  on  deck,  and 
fought  with  the  strength  of  madness ;  and  tiny  powder- 
boys,  handing  up  cartridges  from  the  hold,  laughed  and 
cheered  as  the  shot  rang  past  their  ears  ;  and  old  Salva- 
tion Yoe,  a  text  upon  his  lips,  and  a  fury  in  his  heart 
as  of  Joshua  or  Elijah  in  old  time,  worked  on,  calm 
and  grim,  but  with  the  energy  of  a  boy  at  play.  And 
now  and  then  an  opening  in  the  smoke  showed  the 
Spanish  captain,  in  his  suit  of  black  steel  armour, 
standing  cool  and  proud,  guiding  and  pointing,  careh 
of  the  iron  hail,  but  too  lofty  a  gentleman  to  soil  his 
glove  with  aught  but  a  knightly  swordhilt:  while  Amyas 
and  Will,  after  the  fashion  of  the  English  gentleman, 
had  stripped  themselves  nearly  as  bare  as  their  own 
sailors,  and  were  cheering,  thrusting,  hewing,  and  haul- 
ing, here,  there,  and  everywhere,  like  any  common 
mariner,  and  filling  them  with  a  spirit  of  self-respect, 
fellow-feeling,  and  personal  daring,  which  the  discipline 
of  the  Spaniards,  more  perfect  mechanically,  but  cold 
and  tyrannous,  and  crushing  spiritually,  never  could 
bestow.  The  black-plumed  Senor  was  obeyed ;  but  the 
golden-locked  Amyas  was  followed  ;  and  would  have 
been  followed  through  the  jaws  of  hell. 

The  Spaniards,  ere  five  minutes  had  passed,  poured 
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en  masse  into  the  Rose's  waist :  but  only  to  their  destruc- 
tion. Between  the  poop  and  forecastle,  (as  was  then 
the  fashion,)  the  upper-deck  beams  were  left  open  and 
unplanked,  with  the  exception  of  a  narrow  gangway 
on  either  side ;  and  off  that  fatal  ledge  the  boarders, 
thrust  on  by  those  behind,  fell  headlong  between  the 
beams  to  the  main-deck  below,  to  be  slaughtered  help- 
less in  that  pit  of  destruction,  by  the  double  fire  from 
the  bulkheads  fore  and  aft ;  while  the  few  who  kept  their 
footing  on  the  gangway,  after  vain  attempts  to  force  the 
stockades  on  poop  and  forecastle,  leaped  overboard 
again  amid  a  shower  of  shot  and  arrows.  The  fire  of 
the  English  was  as  steady  as  it  was  quick  ;  and  though 
three-fourths  of  the  crew  had  never  smelt  powder  be- 
fore, they  proved  well  the  truth  of  the  old  chronicler's 
saying,  (since  proved  again  more  gloriously  than  ever, 
at  Alma,  Balaklava,  and  Inkerman),  that  "  the  English 
never  fight  better  than  in  their  first  battle." 

Thrice  the  Spaniards  clambered  on  board ;  and  thrice 
surged  back  before  that  deadly  hail.  The  decks  on 
both  sides  were  very  shambles ;  and  Jack  Brimble- 
combe,  who  had  fought  as  long  as  his  conscience  would 
allow  him,  found,  when  he  turned  to  a  more  clerical 
occupation,  enough  to  do  in  carrying  poor  wretches  to 
the  surgeon,  without  giving  that  spiritual  consolation 
which  he  longed  to  give,  and  they  to  receive.  At  last 
there  was  a  lull  in  that  wild  storm.  No  shot  was  heard 
from  the  Spaniard's  upper-deck. 
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Amyas   leaped   into   the  nrizen  rigging,  and  1< 
through  the  smoke.    Dead  men  lie  could  descry  throu.L 
the  blinding  veil,  rolled  in  heaps,  laid  flat ;  dead  men 
and  dying  :   but  no  man  upon  his  feet.     The  last  volley 
had   swept   the  deck  clear ;    one  by  one  had  dropped 
below  to  escape  that  fiery  shower ;    and  alone  at  the 
helm,    grinding   his   teeth  with   rage,    his   mustaehi 
curling    up    to    his    very    eyes,    stood    the    Spank 
captain. 

Now  was  the  moment  for  a  counterstroke.     Am; 
shouted  for  the  boarders,  and  in  two  minutes  more  he 
was  over  the  side,  and  clutching  at  the  Spaniard's  mizen 
rigging. 

What  was  this  ?  The  distance  between  him  and  the 
enemy's  side  was  widening.  Was  she  sheering  off? 
Yes — and  rising  too,  growing  bodily  higher  every  mo- 
ment, as  if  by  magic.  Amyas  looked  up  in  astonish- 
ment ;  and  saw  what  it  was.  The  Spaniard  was  heeli] 
fast  over  to  leeward  away  from  him.  Her  mast-  were 
all  sloping  forward,  swifter  and  swifter — the  end  w 
come,  then ! 

"Back!   in  God's  name  back,  men  !     She  iking 

by  the  head  !"    And  with  much  a  Jo  some  were  dr. 
back,  some  leaped  back — all  but  old  Michael  Hear 

With  hair  and  beard  floating  in  the  wind,  the  bronzed 
indeed  figure,  like  some  weird  old  Indian  fakir,  -till 
climbed  on  stedfastly  up  the  mizen-chains  of  the 
Spaniard,  hatchet  in  hand. 
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l<  Come  back,  Michael !  Leap  wliile  you  may  !  " 
shouted  a  dozen  voices.     Michael  turned, — 

"  And  what  should  I  come  back  for  then,  to  go  home 
where  no  one  knoweth  me?  I'll  die  like  an  Englishman 
this  day,  or  I'll  know  the  rason  why!"  and  turning, 
he  sprang  in  over  the  bulwarks,  as  the  huge  ship  rolled 
up  more  and  more,  like  a  dying  whale,  exposing  all  her 
long  black  bulk  almost  down  to  the  keel,  and  one  of  her 
lower-deck  guns,  as  if  in  defiance,  exploded  upright  into 
the  air,  hurling  the  ball  to  the  very  heavens. 

In  an  instant  it  was  answered  from  the  Rose  by  a 
column  of  smoke,  and  the  eighteen-pound  ball  crashed 
through  the  bottom  of  the  defenceless  Spaniard. 

"  Who  fired  ?     Shame  to  fire  on  a  sinking  ship  ! ' 

"  Gunner  Yeo,  Sir,"  shouted  a  voice  up  from  the 
main-deck.     "  He's  like  a  madman  down  here" 

"Tell  him  if  he  fires  again,  I'll  put  him  in  irons,  if 
he  were  my  own  brother.  Cut  away  the  grapples  aloft, 
men.  Don't  you  see  how  she  drags  us  over?  Cut 
away,  or  we  shall  sink  with  her." 

They  cut  away,  and  the  Rose,  released  from  the 
strain,  shook  her  feathers  on  the  wave-crest  like  a  freed 
sea-gull,  while  all  men  held  their  breaths. 

Suddenly  the  glorious  creature  righted  herself ;    and 
rose  again,  as  if  in  noble  shame,  for  one  last  strugL 
with  her  doom.     Her  bows  were  deep  in  the  water,  but 
her  after-deck  still  dry.     Righted  :    but  only  for  a  mo- 
ment, long  enough  to  let  her  crew  come  pouring  wildly 
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up  on  deck,  with  cries  and  prayers,  and  rush  aft  to  the 
poop,  where,  under  the  flag  of  Spain,  stood  the  tall 
captain,  his  left  hand  on  the  standard-staff,  his  sword 
pointed  in  his  right. 

"  Back,  men !  "  they  heard  him  cry,  "  and  die  like 
valiant  mariners." 

Some  of  them  ran  to  the  bulwarks,  and  shouted, 
11  Mercy !  We  surrender  ! ,:  and  the  English  broke  into 
a  cheer,  and  called  to  them  to  run  her  alongside. 

"  Silence  !  "  shouted  Amy  as.  "  I  take  no  surrender 
from  mutineers.  Senor,"  cried  he  to  the  captain,  spring- 
ing into  the  rigging,  and  taking  off  his  hat,  "  for  the 
love  of  God  and  these  men,  strike  !  and  surrender  a 
buena  querra." 

The  Spaniard  lifted  his  hat,  and  bowed  courteously, 
and  answered,  iC  Impossible,  Senor.  No  querra  is  good 
which  stains  my  honour." 

"  God  have  mercy  on  you,  then  !  " 

"  Amen !  "  said  the  Spaniard,  crossing  himself. 

She  gave  one  awful  lunge  forward,  and  dived  under 
the  coming  swell,  hurling  her  crew  into  the  eddi< 
Nothing  but  the  point  of  her  poop  remained,  and  there 
stood  the  stern  and  steadfast  Don,  cap-a-pie  in  his  glis- 
tening black  armour,  immoveable  as  a  man  of  iron, 
while  over  him  the  flag  which  claimed  the  empire  of 
both  worlds,  flaunted  its  gold  aloft  and  upwards  in  the 
glare  of  the  tropic  noon. 

"  He  shall  not  carry  that  flag  to  the  devil  with  him  ; 
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I  will  have  it  yet,  if  I  die  for  it !  "  said  Will  Cary,  and 
rushed  to  the  side  to  leap  overboard:  but  Amyas 
stopped  him. 

"  Let  him  die  as  he  has  lived,  with  honour." 
A  wild  figure  sprang  out  of  the  mass  of  sailors  who 
struggled  and  shrieked  amid  the  foam,  and  rushed  up- 
ward at  the  Spaniard.  It  was  Michael  Heard.  The 
Don,  who  stood  above  him,  plunged  his  sword  into  the 
old  man's  body:  but  the  hatchet  gleamed,  neverthe- 
less :  down  went  the  blade  through  head-piece  and 
through  head ;  and  as  Heard  sprang  onward,  bleeding, 
but  alive,  the  steel-clad  corpse  rattled  down  the  deck 
into  the  surge.  Two  more  strokes,  struck  with  the  fury 
of  a  dying  man,  and  the  standard-staff  was  hewn 
through.  Old  Michael  collected  all  his  strength,  hurled 
the  flag  far  from  the  sinking  ship,  and  then  stood  erect 
one  moment,  and  shouted,  "  God  save  Queen  Bess ! " 
and  the  English  answered  with  a  "  hurrah !  "  which 
rent  the  welkin. 

Another  moment,  and  the  gulf  had  swallowed  his 
victim,  and  the  poop,  and  him  ;  and  nothing  remained  of 
the  Madre  Dolorosa  but  a  few  floating  spars  and  strug- 
gling wretches,  while  a  great  awe  fell  upon  all  men,  and 
a  solemn  silence,  broken  only  by  the  cry 

"  Of  some  strong  swimmer  in  his  agony." 

And  then,  suddenly  collecting  themselves,  as  men 
awakened  from  a  dream,  half-a-dozen  desperate  gal- 
lants, reckless  of  sharks  and  eddies,  leaped  overboard, 
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swam   toward   the   flag,    and    towed    it    alongside   in 
triumph. 

"  Ah  !  "  said  Salvation  Yeo,  as  he  helped  the  trophy 
up  over  the  side ;  "  ah  !  it  was  not  for  nothing  that  we 
found  poor  Michael!  He  was  always  a  good  comrade — 
nigh  as  good  a  one  as  William  Penberthy  of  Marazion, 
whom  the  Lord  grant  I  meet  in  bliss  !  And  now,  then, 
my  masters,  shall  we  in  shore  again,  and  burn  La 
Guayra?" 

"Art  thou  never  glutted  with  Spanish  blood,  thou 
old  wolf?  "  asked  Will  Gary. 

"  Never,  Sir,"  answered  Yeo. 

"  To  St.  Jago  be  it,"  said  Amyas,  "  if  we  can  get 
there  :  but — God  help  us  !  " — 

And  he  looked  round  sadly  enough ;  while  no  one 
needed  that  he  should  finish  his  sentence,  or  explain  his 
"but." 

The  foremast  was  gone,  the  main-yard  sprung,  the 
rigging  hanging  in  elf-locks,  the  hull  shot  through  and 
through  in  twenty  places,  the  deck  strewn  with  the 
bodies  of  nine  good  men,  beside  sixteen  wounded  dov 
below ;  while  the  pitiless  sun,  right  above  their  heads, 
poured  down  a  flood  of  fire  upon  a  sea  of  glass. 

And  it  would  have  been  well  if  faintness  and  weari- 
ness had  been  all  that  was  the  matter:  but  now  that 
the  excitement  was  over,   the  collapse  came  ;  and  the 
men  sat  down  listlessly  and  sulkily  by  twos  and  thr> 
upon  the  deck,  starting  and  wincing  when  they  heard 
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some  poor  fellow  below  cry  out  under  the  surgeon's 
knife ;  or  murmuring  to  each  other  that  all  was  lost. 
Drew  tried  in  vain  to  rouse  them,  telling  them  that  all 
depended  on  rigging  a  jury-mast  forward  as  soon  as  pos- 
sible. They  answered  only  by  growls ;  and  at  last 
broke  into  open  reproaches.  Even  Will  Cary's  volatile 
nature,  which  had  kept  him  up  during  the  fight,  gave 
way,  when  Yeo  and  the  carpenter  came  aft,  and  told 
Amyas  in  a  low  voice, 

"  We  are  hit  somewhere  forward,  below  the  water- 
line,  Sir.  She  leaks  a  terrible  deal,  and  the  Lord  wilt 
not  vouchsafe  to  us  to  lay  our  hands  on  the  place,  for 
all  our  searching." 

"What  are  we  to  do  now,  Amyas,  in  the  devil's 
name  ?  "  asked  Cary,  peevishly. 

"  What  are  we  to  do,  in  God's  name,  rather,"  an- 
swered Amyas,  in  a  low  voice.  "  Will,  Will,  what  did 
God  make  you  a  gentleman  for,  but  to  know  better  than 

* 

those  poor  fickle  fellows  forward,  who  blow  hot  and 
cold  at  every  change  of  weather?  " 

"  I  wish  you'd  come  forward  and  speak  to  them, 
Sir,"  said  Yeo,  who  had  overheard  the  last  words,  "  or 
we  shall  get  nought  done." 

Amyas  went  forward  instantly. 

"  Now  then,  my  brave  lads,  what's  the  matter  here, 
that  you  are  all  sitting  on  your  tails  like  monkeys  ?  " 

"  Ugh  !  "  grunts  one.  "  Don't  you  think  our  day's- 
work  has  been  long  enough  yet,  Captain  ? 
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"  You  don't  want  us  to  go  in  to  La  Guayra  again, 
Sir  ?  There  are  enough  of  us  thrown  away  already, 
I  reckon,  about  that  wench  there." 

"  Best  sit  here,  and  sink  quietly.  There's  no  getting 
home  again,  that's  plain." 

"  Why  were  we  brought  out  here  to  be  killed  ?  " 

"  For  shame,  men  !  "  cries  Yeo  ;  "  you're  no  better 
than  a  set  of  stiffnecked  Hebrew  Jews,  murmuring 
against  Moses  the  very  minute  after  the  Lord  has  de- 
livered you  from  the  Egyptians." 

Now  I  do  not  wish  to  set  Amyas  up  as  a  perfect 
man ;  for  he  had  his  faults,  like  every  one  else :  nor 
as  better,  thank  God,  than  many  and  many  a  brave 
and  virtuous  captain  in  Her  Majesty's  service  at  this 
very  day :  but  certainly,  he  behaved  admirably  under 
that  trial.  Drake  had  trained  him,  as  he  trained  many 
another  excellent  officer,  to  be  as  stout  in  discipline, 
and  as  dogged  of  purpose,  as  he  himself  was :  but  he 
had  trained  him,  also,  to  feel  with  and  for  his  men,  to 
make  allowances  for  them,  and  to  keep  his  temper  with 
them,  as  he  did  this  day.  True,  he  had  seen  Drake  in 
a  rage  ;  he  had  seen  him  hang  one  man  for  mutiny 
(and  that  man  his  dearest  friend),  and  threaten  to  hang 
thirty  more  :  but  Amyas  remembered  well  that  that 
explosion  took  place  when  having,  as  Drake  said  pub- 
licly himself,  "  taken  in  hand  that  I  know  not  in  the 
world  how  to  go  through  with ;  it  passeth  my  capacity; 
it  hath  even  bereaved  me  of  my  wits  to  think  of  it," 
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*       *       vV 


and  having  "  now  set  together  by  the  ears 
three  mighty  princes,  Her  Majesty  and  the  kings  of 
Spain  and  Portugal,"  he  found  his  whole  voyage  ready 
to  come  to  nought,  "  by  mutinies  and  discords,  contro- 
versy between  the  sailors  and  gentlemen,  and  stomach- 
ing between  the  gentlemen  and  sailors."  "But  my  mas- 
ters '''  (quoth  the  self-trained  hero,  and  Amyas  never 
forgot  his  words),  "I  must  have  it  left;  for  I  must 
have  the  gentleman  to  haul  and  draw  with  the  ma- 
riner, and  the  mariner  with  the  gentleman.  I  would 
like  to  know  him  that  would  refuse  to  set  his  hand  to 
a  rope !  " 

And  now  Amyas's  conscience  smote  him,  (and  his 
simple  and  pious  soul  took  the  loss  of  his  brother  as 
God's  verdict  on  his  conduct,)  because  he  had  set  his 
own  private  affection,  even  his  own  private  revenge, 
before  the  safety  of  his  ship's  company,  and  the  good 
of  his  country. 

"  Ah,"  said  he  to  himself,  as  he  listened  to  his  men's 
reproaches,  "  if  I  had  been  thinking  like  a  loyal  sol- 
dier, of  serving  my  Queen,  and  crippling  the  Spaniard, 
I  should  have  taken  that  great  bark  three  days  ago, 
and  in  it  the  very  man  I  sought !  " 

So  "  choking  down  his  old  man,"  as  Yeo  used  to 
say,  he  made  answer  cheerfully ; 

"  Pooh  !  pooh  !  brave  lads  !  For  shame,  for  shame  ! 
You  were  lions  half  an  hour  ago :  you  are  not  surely 
turned  sheep  already?     Why,  but  yesterday  evening 
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you  were  grumbling  because  I  would  not  run  in  and 
fight  those  three  ships  under  the  batteries  of  La  Guayra, 
and  now  you  think  it  too  much  to  have  fought  them 
fairly  out  at  sea  ?  What  has  happened  but  the  chances 
of  war,  which  might  have  happened  anywhere  ?  No- 
thing venture,  nothing  win ;  and  nobody  goes  bird- 
nesting  without  a  fall  at  times.  If  any  one  wants  to 
be  safe  in  this  life,  he'd  best  stay  at  home  and  keep 
his  bed:  though  even  there,  who  knows  but  the  roof 
might  fall  through  on  him  ?  " 

"  Ah,  it's  all  very  well  for  you,  Captain,"  said  some 
grumbling  younker,  with  a  vague  notion  that  Amy  as 
must  be  better  off  than  he,  because  he  was  a  gentle- 
man.    Amyas's  blood  rose. 

"  Yes,  Sirrah  !  it  is  very  well  for  me,  as  long  as  God 
is  with  me  :  but  He  is  with  every  man  in  this  ship,  I 
would  have  you  to  know,  as  much  as  He  is  with  me. 
Do  you  fancy  that  I  have  nothing  to  lose  ?  I  who  have 
adventured  in  this  voyage  all  I  am  worth,  and  more ; 
who,  if  I  fail,  must  return  to  beggary  and  scorn  ?  And 
if  I  have  ventured  rashly,  sinfully,  if  you  will,  the  liv 
of  any  of  you  in  my  own  private  quarrel,  am  I  not 
punished  ?     Have  I  not  lost f ' 

His  voice  trembled  and  stopped  there,  but  he  re- 
covered himself  in  a  moment. 

"  Pish  !  I  can't  stand  here  chattering.  Carpenter ! 
an  axe !  and  help  me  to  east  these  spars  loose.  Get  out 
of  my  way,  there !  lumbering  the  scuppers  up  like 
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many  moulting  fowls!  Here,  all  old  friends,  lend  a 
hand!  Pelican's  men,  stand  by  your  captain!  Did 
we  sail  round  the  world  for  nothing?" 

This  last  appeal  struck  home,  and  up  leaped  half-a- 
dozen  of  the  old  Pelicans,  and  set  to  work  at  his  side 
manfully  to  rig  the  jury-mast. 

"Come  along!"  cried  Cary,  to  the  malcontents; 
"  we're  raw  longshore  fellows,  but  we  won't  be  outdone 
by  any  old  sea-dog  of  them  all."  And  setting  to  work 
himself,  he  was  soon  followed  by  one  and  another,  till 
order  and  work  went  on  well  enough. 

"And  where  are  we  going,  when  the  mast's  up?" 
shouted  some  saucy  hand  from  behind. 

"  Where  you  daren't  follow  us  alone  by  yourself,  so 
you'd  better  keep  us  company,"  replied  Yeo. 

"  I'll  tell  you  where  we  are  going,  my  lads,"  said 
Amy  as,  rising  from  his  work.  "  Like  it  or  leave  it  as  you 
will,  I  have  no  secrets  from  my  crew.  We  are  going 
inshore  there  to  find  a  harbour,  and  careen  the  ship." 

There  was  a  start  and  a  murmur. 

"  Inshore?     Into  the  Spaniards'  mouths?" 
All  in  the  Inquisition  in  a  week's  time." 
Better  stay  here,  and  be  drowned." 

"  You're  right  in  that  last,"  shouts  Cary.  "  That's 
the  right  death  for  blind  puppies.  Look  you !  I  don't 
know  in  the  least  where  we  arc,  and  I  hardly  know 
stem  from  stern  aboard  ship ;  and  the  captain  may  be 
right  or  wrong — that's  nothing  to  me ;  but  this  1  know, 
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that  I  am  a  soldier,  and  will  obey  orders ;  and  where  he 
goes,  I  go ;  and  whosoever  hinders  me,  must  walk  up 
my  sword  to  do  it." 

Amyas  pressed  Cary's  hand,  and  then — 

"  And  here's  my  broadside  next,  men.  I'll  go  no 
where,  and  do  nothing  without  the  advice  of  Salvation 
Yeo  and  Robert  Drew;  and  if  any  man  in  the  ship 
knows  better  than  these  two,  let  him  up,  and  we'll  give 
him  a  hearing.     Eh,  Pelicans  ?" 

There  was  a  grunt  of  approbation  from  the  Pelicans  ; 
and  Amyas  returned  to  the  charge. 

"  We  have  five  shot  between  wind  and  water,  and 
one  somewhere  below.  Can  we  face  a  gale  of  wind  in 
that  state,  or  can  we  not?" 

Silence. 

"  Can  we  get  home  with  a  leak  in  our  bottom?" 

Silence. 

"  Then  what  can  we  do  but  run  inshore,  and  take 
our  chance  ?  Speak !  It's  a  coward's  trick  to  do  nothing, 
because  what  we  must  do  is  not  pleasant.  Will  you  be 
like  children,  that  would  sooner  die  than  take  nasty 
physic,  or  will  you  not?" 

Silence  still. 

"  Come  along  now !  Here's  the  wind  again  round 
with  the  sun,  and  up  to  the  north-west.  In  with 
her!" 

Sulkily  enough,  but  unable  to  deny  the  necessity,  the 
men  set  to  work,  and  the  vessel's  head  was  put  toward 
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the  land;  but  when  she  began  to  slip  through  the 
water,  the  leak  increased  so  fast,  that  they  were  kept 
hard  at  work  at  the  pumps  for  the  rest  of  the  afternoon. 

The  current  had  by  this  time  brought  them  abreast  of 
the  bay  of  Higuerote  ;  and  luckily  for  them,  safe  out  of 
the  short  heavy  swell  which  it  causes  round  Cape  Codera. 
Looking  inland,  they  had  now  to  the  south-west  that 
noble  headland,  backed  by  the  Carracca  mountains, 
range  on  range,  up  to  the  Silla  and  the  Neguatar ;  while, 
right  a-head  of  them  to  the  south,  the  shore  sank 
suddenly  into  a  low  line  of  mangrove-wood,  backed  by 
primaeval  forest.  As  they  ran  inward,  all  eyes  were 
strained  greedily  to  find  some  opening  in  the  mangrove 
belt :  but  none  was  to  be  seen  for  some  time.  The  lead 
was  kept  going ;  and  every  fresh  heave  announced 
shallower  water. 

"  We  shall  have  very  shoal  work  off  those  man- 
groves, Yeo,"  said  Amyas ;  "  I  doubt  whether  we  shall 
do  aught  now,  unless  we  find  a  river's  mouth." 

"  If  the  Lord  thinks  a  river  good  for  us,  Sir,  he'll 
show  us  one."  So  on  they  went,  keeping  a  south-east 
course,  and  at  last  an  opening  in  the  mangrove  belt  was 
hailed  with  a  cheer  from  the  older  hands,  though  the 
majority  shrugged  their  shoulders,  as  men  going  open- 
eyed  to  destruction. 

Off  the  mouth  they  sent  in  Drew  and  Cary  with  a 
boat,  and  watched  anxiously  for  an  hour.  The  boat 
returned  with  a  good  report  of  two  fathoms  of  water  over 
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the  bar,  impenetrable  forests  for  two  miles  up,  the  river 
sixty  yards  broad,  and  no  sign  of  man.  The  river's 
banks  were  soft  and  sloping  mud,  fit  for  careening. 

"  Safe  quarters,  Sir,"  said  Yeo  privately,  "  as  far  as 
Spaniards  go.  I  hope  in  God  it  may  be  as  safe  from 
calentures  and  fevers." 

"  Beggars  must  not  be  choosers,"  said  Amyas.  So  in 
they  went. 

They  towed  the  ship  up  about  half-a-mile  to  a  point 
where  she  could  not  be  seen  from  the  seaward ;  and 
there  moored  her  to  the  mangrove-stems.  Amyas  ordered 
a  boat  out,  and  went  up  the  river  himself  to  reconnoitre. 
He  rowed  some  three  miles,  till  the  river  narrowed 
suddenly,  and  was  all  but  covered  in  by  the  interlacing 
boughs  of  mighty  trees.  There  was  no  sign  that  man 
had  been  there  since  the  making  of  the  world. 

He  dropped  down  the  stream  again,  thoughtfully  and 
sadly.  How  many  years  ago  was  it  that  he  passed  this 
river's  mouth  ?  Three  days.  And  yet  how  much  had 
passed  in  them !  Don  Guzman  found  and  lost — Rose 
found  and  lost — a  great  victory  gained,  and  yet  lost — 
perhaps  his  ship  lost — above  all,  his  brother  lost. 

Lost !  Oh  God,  how  should  he  find  his  brother  ? 

Some  strange  bird  out  of  the  woods  made  mournful 
answer — "  Never,  never,  never!  " 

How  should  he  face  his  mother  ? 

"  Never,  never,  never  ! '  wailed  the  bird  again  ;  and 
Amyas  smiled  bitterly,  and  said  "  Never!  "'  likewise. 
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The  night  mist  began  to  steam  and  wreath  upon  the 
foul  Leer-coloured  stream.  The  loathly  floor  of  liquid 
mud  lay  "bare  beneath  the  mangrove  forest.  Upon  the 
endless  web  of  interarching  roots  great  purple  crabs  were 
crawling  up  and  down.  They  would  have  supped  with 
pleasure  upon  Amyas's  corpse;  perhaps  they  might 
sup  on  him  after  all ;  for  a  heavy  sickening  grave-yard 
smell  made  his  heart  sink  within  him,  and  his  stomach 
heave ;  and  his  weary  body,  and  more  weary  soul,  gave 
themselves  up  helplessly  to  the  depressing  influence  of 
that  doleful  place.  The  black  bank  of  dingy  leathern 
leaves  above  his  head,  the  endless  labyrinth  of  stems 
and  withes  (for  every  bough  had  lowered  its  own  living 
cord,  to  take  fresh  hold  of  the  foul  soil  below) ;  the  web 
of  roots,  which  stretched  away  inland  till  it  was  lost  in 
the  shades  of  evening — all  seemed  one  horrid  complicated 
trap  for  him  and  his;  and  even  where,  here  and  there,  he 
passed  the  mouth  of  a  lagoon,  there  was  no  opening,  no 
relief — nothing  but  the  dark  ring  of  mangroves,  and 
here  and  there  an  isolated  group  of  large  and  small, 
parents  and  children,  breeding  and  spreading,  as  if  in 
hideous  haste  to  choke  out  air  and  sky.  Wailing  sadly, 
sad-coloured  mangrove-hens  ran  off  across  the  mud  into 
the  dreary  dark.  The  hoarse  night-raven,  hid  among 
the  roots,  startled  the  voyagers  with  a  sudden  shout, 
and  then  all  was  again  silent  as  a  grave.  The  loathly 
alligators,  lounging  in  the  slime,  lifted  their  horny 
eyelids  lazily,  and  leered  upon  him  as  he  passed  with 
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stupid  savageness.  Lines  of  tall  herons  stood  dimly 
in  the  growing  gloom,  like  white  fantastic  ghosts 
watching  the  passage  of  the  doomed  boat.  All  was  foul, 
sullen,  weird  as  witches'  dream.  If  Amyas  had  seen  a 
crew  of  skeletons  glide  down  the  stream  behind  him, 
with  Satan  standing  at  the  helm,  he  would  have  scarcely 
been  surprised.  What  fitter  craft  could  haunt  that 
Stygian  flood  ? 

That   night   every  man   of    the   boat's    crew,    save 
Amyas,  were  down  with  raging  fever;  before  ten  the 
next  morning,  five  more  men  were  taken,  and  oth< 
sickening  fast. 
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